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ODE UPON ODE, 
= ->- | | | 
A PEEP AT ST. JAMES'S; 
= | 2 OR, 5 
NEW-YEAR'S DAY ; 
6 OR, 


WHAT YOU WILL. 


Duo me cunque rapit Tempeſtas, deferor Hoſpes. 
Juſt as the maggot bites, I take my way 
To painters now my court reſpectful pay; 
Now (ever welcome!) on the Muſe's wings, 
Drop in at Windſor, on the beſt of Kings; 
Now, at St, James's, about Handel prate, 


Hear Odes, ſee Lords and Squires, and ſmile at State, 


* 


PROEMIUM. 


; K NOW, Reader, that the LAuREAT's poſt ſublime 


Is deftin'd to record, in handſome rhyme, 


The deeds of Britiſhi Monarchs twice a-year : 


If great—how happy is the tuneful tongue! 
If piriful—(as Shakſpeare ſays) the ſong 


HORACE, 


«© Mult fuckle fools, and chronicle ſmall- beer. 
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But 


Maggots are oft the tenants of a crown- 
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But bands muſt take the —_— with the ow; - 
Kings cannot always oracles be hatching : 


Ling: 
Therefore, like thoſe in cheeſe, not worth the catch- 


O gentle Reader! if, by God's good grace, 
Or, (what's more ſought,) good intereſt at court, 


Thou get'ſt, of lyric trumpeter, the place, 


And hundreds are, like gudgeons, gaping for't ; 
Hear! (at a palace if thou mean ſt to thrive) 


And of a ſteady coachman learn to drive. 


| Whene'er employ'd to celebrate a King, 


Let Fancy lend thy Muſe her loſtieſt wing 
Stun with thy minſtrelſy th' affrighted ſphere ; 

Bid thy voice thunder like an hundred batteries; 

For common ſounds, conveying common flatteries, 


Are zephyrs whiſp' ring to the royal ear. 


ern on praiſe each Monarch crams: 
Hot ſpices ſuit alone their pamper'd nature: 

Alas! the ſtomach, parch'd by burning drams, 
With mad- dog terror ſtarts at fſimple water. 8 


Fierce is each royal mania for applauſe; 
And, as a horfe-pond wide, are Monarch maws 
Form'd, therefore, on a Pretty ample ſcale: ET 
| To ſound the decent panegyrig note, 
To pour the modeft flatt'ries down their throat, 
Were off *ring ſhrimps for dinner to. a whale. 
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And mind, whene'er thou ſtrik'ſt the lyre to Kings, 
To touch to Abigails of courts, the ſtrings; 

Give the Queen's toad-eater a handſome ſop, 
And ſwear ſhe always has more grace 
Than een to ſell the mean} place 


Swear too, the woman keeps no title-ſhop z - 


Sells not, like Jews in Paul's Church-Yard their ware, 
Who on each paſſenger for cuſtom {tare 

And, in the happy tones of traffic, ery, 

„ Sher ! wat you buy, Sher *= Madam, vat you buy? 


Thus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my Ode ! = 
The true-bred courtiers wonder whilſt I preach— _ 
And, with grave vizards, and ſtretch'd eyes to God, 
Pronounce my ſermon a moſt impious ſpeech; 
With all my ſpirit—let them dn my lays 
A courtier's curſes are exalted praiſe. | 


 T HEAR a ſtartl'd moralift exclaim, 

„ Fie, PETER, Paren ! Fie for ſhame! mu 

Such counſel diſagrees with my digeſtion.” 

Well! well! then, my old SOCRATES, to pleaſe thee, 

For much I'm willing of thy qualms to caſe hee, | 
I'll nobly take the other fide the queſtion. _ 
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Par Exemple < 


' FAIR Praife is ſterling gold—all ſhould deſire it 
Flattery, baſe coin—a cheat upon the nation 3 
And yet our vanity doth much admire it, 
And really gives it all its circulation. 


FLATT'RY'S a fly inſinuating ferew— _ 
The world—a bottle of Tokay ſo fine— 

The engine always can its cork ſubdue, 

And make an eaſy conquelt of the wine. 


FLATT'RY:S an ivy wriggling round an ax —- 
This oak is often honeſt blunt Joux BuII— 
Which ivy would its great ſupporter choak, 

Whilſt Joan (fo thick the walls of his dark ſcull) 
Deems it a pretty ornament, and ſtruts 
Till Maſter Ivy creeps into Jonx's guts; | 
And gives poor thonghtlcly Joun a det of gripes : : 
Then, like an organ, op ning all his od 
Jon rears; and, when to a conſumption drain'd, 
Finds out the kuave his folly entertain d. 


3 PR AISE is a modeſt, unaſſuming maid, 
As ſimply as a Quaker beauty dreſt: 
No oftentation hers—no vain parade: 


Sweet nymph! and of few words poſſeſt ; 


Yet, 
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Yet, hear'd with rev'rence when ſhe ſilence breaks, 1 
And dignifies the man of whom ſhe ſpeaks. _ | 


FLATT'RY'S a pert French milliner—a jade | 

Cover'd with rouge, and flauntingly array d ; ] 
| Makes ſaucy love to ev'ry man ſhe meets, = 
And offers ev'n her favours in the ſtreets. 


And yet, inſtead of heeding public hiſſes—— 
Divines ſo grave—philoſophers can bear her; 
What's ftranger ſtill, with childiſh rapture hear her 
hs , court 0 a. harlot's very ifs, 
* e Es Ws” | 
0 „ Rm 
Rien as Dutch cargoes from the fragrant Eaft, | i 
Or cuſtard-pndding at a city feaſt, | 5 'Y 
— Tow's incenſe greets his Sovereign's hungry noſe ; f 1 
For, batiug birth - day torrents from Parnaſſus, Fo 
And New-year' s ſpring-tide of divine molaſſes, | 1 
Fame i ina ſcanty rill to Windſor flows ! | 15% 
Poets (quoth toten Tom) in ancient e | g ; 
Delighted a all the country with their rhymes j— 1 
| Pt 1 Sung 1% 
{ff 
' 48 


On idle daring red- croſs rag ggamvſſins, 
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Sung knights and barbed ſteeds with valour big: 
Knights who encounter'd witches murder d wizards, | 
Flogg'd Pagans, till they grumbl'd in their gizzards: 

Rogues! with no more religion than a pig :— _ 


| Knights who illumin'd poor dark ſouls, 


Through pretty little well-form'd eylet holes, 
By pious pikes and godly lances made— 


Tools! that work'd wonders in the holy trade; 


With battle-axes fit to knock down bulls, 


And therefore qualify'd {I wot) full well, 
With force the ſacred oracles to tell 
Unto the thickeſt unbelieving ſculls :- 


Enights, who, ſo famous at the game of Tourney, 


Took boldly to the Holy Land a journey, 
To plant, with fwords, in hearts, the Goſpel ſeeds ; 
Juſt as we hole for cucumbers, hot-beds, 


Or pierce the boſom of the fullen earth, 
To give to radiſnes or onions birth 


Knights, who, when tumbl'd on the hoſpile field, 


And to an enemy oblig'd to yield, 
Could neither leg, nor arm, nor neck, nor nob ſtir; 
Poor devils! who, like aligators hack'd, | 


| At length by hammers, hatchets, — ruck d, 


Were drag'd from coats of armour like a lobiter. 


Great (ſays the haureat) were the poet's puffings 


Who, 
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Who, for their childiſhneſs, deſerv'd ab rch: 
Quoth 'To M, A worthier ſubject now, thank God! 
Inſpires the lofty dealer in the Ode, 
- Than blockheads batchng for old Mother Church. 


—_ 


Times (quoth our courtly bard) are alter d quite 
The poet ſcorns what charm'd of yore the ſiglit 
Goths, Vandals, caſtles, horſes, mares : 
The poliſh'd poet of the preſent day, 
Doth in his taſty ſhop diſplay, 

Ah ! vaſtly prettier-colour'd wares. 


The poet © moulds his harp to manners mild,“? 
Quoth Tow—to Monarchs who, with rapture wild, 
Hear their own praiſe with mouths of gaping wonder, 
And catch each crotchet of the Birth-day thunder: 
Crotchets that ſcorn the praiſe of common folly 
Though not moſt mui cal—moſt melancholy. 

Ah ! crotchets doom'd to charm our ears no more, 
Although by Mr. Pazsons ſet in /core. | 
Drear and eternal ſilence doom'd to keep, ; 
Where the dark waters of oblivion fleep— 

To ſpeak in humbler Engliſh—doom' d to reſt 

- With court addreſſes, in a muſty cheſt. 


Yet all the Lady Amateurs declar'd, 

They were the charming things they ever heard + 3 
As for example—all the angels Gipzons —— 

That is, my Lady, and her daughters fair, 
With coal-black eye-brows, and ſweet Hebrew air 
The lovely produce of the two religions: 


Thus, 
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Thus, in their virtues, fox hounds beſt ſucceed, 
When ſportſmen very wiſely croſs the breed: 

And thus with nobler luſtre ſhines the fowl 
Begot between a game-hen and an owl. 


Sir Sampſon too declar'd with voice divine, 
Dat ſbince he haf turn Chregſtian, and eat hog, 
4 Fe nebber did hear mogſbic half ſho fine; 
&« No! nebber ſbince he lefs de Shynnygogue.” 


His Grace of Queenſd'ry top, with eyes though dim, 
And one deaf ear, was there in wonder drown'd! 
Liſt'ning, in attitude of Corp*ral 'Irim, 
He rais'd his thin grey cur] to catch the found . 


Then ſwore the airs would never meet their matches, 
But in his own immortal glees and catches *. 
Yet were thoſe crotchets all condemn'd to reſt 
In the dark boſom of a muſty cheſt ! 


— 


Crotchets that form'd into ſo ſweet an air, 

As charm'd my Lady Mayoreſs and Lord Mayor; 
Who thought (and really they were true believers) 
The muſic equall'd marrow-bones and cleavers. 


Strains! that the Reverend Biſhops had no qualms 
In ſaying, that they equall'd David's Pſalms ; 
But not ſarpaſs'd in melody the bell 

That mournful ſoundeth an Archbiſhop's knell ; 


* Though not a PuRCELL, his Grace is admitted by many 
of his muſical gueſts, to be a very pretty catch- maker. 
Fj ” | Strains 5 
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Strains! that Sir Joſeph Mawbey deem'd divine, 
Sweet as the quavers of his fatteſt ſwine. 


Een great Lord Brudenell's ſelf admir'd the ſtrain, 
In all the tuneful agonies of pain; 

Who, winking, beats, with duck-like' nods, the time, 
And calPd the mufic and the words ſublime. 


Yes, this molt lofty Peer admir'd the Ode; 

A Peer who, too, delights in Opera-dancing 3 
Thus ſagely both thoſe uſeful arts advancing, 
And nobly ſpreading Britain's fame abroad. 


So much by dancing is his Lordſhip won, 
Behind the Op'ra ſcenes he conſtant goes, 
To kiſs the little finger of CouLon t, 


To mark her knees, and many-twinkling toes. 


Too, all the other Lords, with whiſpers ſwarming, 
Cried bravo ! bravo! charming! bravo! charming ! 
And Majeſty itſelf, to muſic bred, 

Pronounc'd it“ Very, very good, indeed!“ 
Indulging, p'rhaps, the very nat'ral dream, 

That all its charms were owing to the theme. 


Not but ſome ſmall degree of harmleſs pleaſure 
Might in the brace of R. y. Boſoms riſe, 
To think they heard it without waſte of treaſures ; 
As lix-p nces are lovely in their eyes. 
* A prodigious Amateur- without his Lordſhip there can 


be no rehearſal. 
+ A firſt dancer at the Opera 
For, 
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For, not long fince, I heard a forward dame 

Thus, in a tone of impudence, exclaim- 
«© Good God ! how Kings and Queens a ſong adore ! 
« With what delight they order an encore 1 

„ When that ſame ſong, encor*'d, for nothing flows! 
« This MA DAM MaRa to her ſorrow knows, 

To Windfor, oft, and ee to Kew, 

The R-y-l mandate Mara drew. 

No cheering drop the Dame was aſk'd to ſip— 

« No bread was offer'd to her quiv'ring lip: 

« Though faint, ſhe was not ſuffer'd to fit down, 

« Such was the goodngſr—grandeur of the rn! 


« Now tell me, will i it ever be believ'd, 

« How much for ſong and chaiſe-hire he rcety'd 1 „ 
4 How much pray, think a 2 —F iſty e : 
; es 

Moſt furely Forty.,—** No, no.“ Thirty.“ Pohl 

% Pray, gueſs in reaſon, - come, again.“ 

Alas! you jeer us Twenty at the leaft ; 
No man could ever be ſo great a b ſt; 
As not to give her twenty for her pain.— 
To keep you, then, no longer in ſuſpence, 
«© For Mara's chaiſe-hire and unrivall'd note, 

% ut of their wonderful benevolence, 2 

ira 2 bounteous M ies gave not a groat.“ 
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« Aye = ery'd a Saad land'rer, *th a ſneer, 


1 1 * know : a ſtory like it— You ſhall hear—— 
q . . | & Poor 


66 
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"as 


Poor Mus. Sippoxs, be was order d out 
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To wait upon their M-j---1es, to ſbout——— 
To read old Shakeſpeare” s As you like it to em; 
And how to mind their mu and comedy 
% ſhew em: | 
She read as told twas very, very. hae, 
Excepting here and there a line. 
% To which the Royal wiſdom did object 
And which in all the pride of emendation, 
And partly to improve her reputation, 


« His M-j---y thought proper to correct: 


Then turning to the Partner of his Bed, 
« On tip-toe mounted by ſelf- approbation, 
A very modeſt elevation.” | 


He cried, « Mind, CHARLY, that's the way to read. A 


The Actreſs reading, ſpouting—out of breads; 
Stood all the time—was nearly tir'd to death 
Whilſt both their M-j---tes, in royal ſtyle, 

At perfect eaſe were /itting all the while. 

Not offer'd to her was one drop of beer, 
Nor wine, nor chocolate, her heart to cheer 2 
Ready to drop to earth, ſhe muſt have ſunk, 
But-for a child, that at the hardſhip ſhrunk—— 
A little Prince, who mark'd her ſituation, 


Thus, pitying, pour*d a tender exclamation: 


La! Mas. SipDoxs. is. quite faint indeed, 


How pale ! 


Im ſure ſhe caunot longer read s | 
. | She 


5,5 
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“ She ſomewhat wants, her ſpirits to repair, 
„ And would, I'm ſure, be happy in a chair.” 


% What follow d Why, the R-y-l pair aroſe 
% Surly enough one fairly may ſuppoſe ! 

« And to a room adjoining made retreat, 

= Lo let 2 5 for one minute, feal a feat.” 


0c At length the * ceas'd to read and ſpout : 
„ Where generoſity's a crying fin : 

c Her curt'ſy dropp'd—was nodded to—came out 
44 80 rich 1 rich !— — As rich as ſhe 
& event in. 

Such are the ſtories twain Why, grant the fact, 
Are Paix cs, pray, like common folks to act? 


Should Maxa call it cruelty, and blame 
Such R-y-l conduct, Pd cry, Fie upon her! 
To Mrs. Sippoxs freely ſay the ſame 
Sufficient for ſuch people is the honour ! 


Eten I, the Bazp, expect no gifts from Kixcs, 
Although I've ſaid of them ſuch handſome things— 
Nay, not their eye's attention, whoſe bright ray 
Would, Hke the Sun, illumine my poor lay, 
And, like the Sun, ſo kind to procreation, 
Increaſe within my brain the maggot nation. 
So much for idle tales — Now, Mus, thy ſtrain 
Digreſſive, turn to Drawing-rooms again. 


'There 
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There too was PiTT, who ſcrap d and bow'd to ground; 
And whiſper'd Majeſtyy twas vaſtly fine ;- 
Then wifh'd ſuch harmony could once be found 
Where he, each day, was treated like a ſwine 
By that arch-fiend CHARLES Fox, and his vile party— 
Villains! in nought but black rebellion hearty ; 
Fellows! who had the impudence to place 
The ſacred ſceptre underneath the mace, — 
And twiſted ropes, with malice diſappointed, * 


. To hamper or to hang the Loxp's AxOIN TED. 
» 1 


To whom a certain SAGE ſo earneſt cry'd, 


* 
4 
4 


C Don't mind - don't mind—the rogues their aim 
have miſs'd—g—- OR: 
% Don't fear you place, whilſt I am well roy 8 
* But mind, mind poverty of Civil Liſt. 


=— Beer that 3 s ſo poor upon the globe; 

Compare me yes, compare me to poor Jos. 

« What, what, PiTT—he*? We muſt have t'other 
grant FE [dead AUNT 

« What, what ? You "Thane, PiTT, that my old 

«© Left not a fix-pence, P1TT, theſe eyes to bleſs, 

5 But from the pariſh ſav'd that fool at Heſſe. 


00 But mind mote, to plague her heart win dying, 
L was a conſtant hunter—Nimrod ſtill; 
ve And when in ſtate as dead 's a mack'rel lying, 


„ca d not, for I knew the Yoon s Will. 
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« And three days after ſhe was dead, „ | 
« Which ſome folks thought prodigiouſly profane, 
e dt 5 


7es——1 took in my head 
To order Sir John Brute at Drury Lane 


ec Had ſhe reſpected me, I do aver, 


I ſhou'd have ſthy'd at home, and thought of ber 


60 And mind keep GzonGE as poor as a church 


* mouſe— | | 
6 Vote not a halfpenny for Carlton —_— 
“ This may appear like wonderful barbarity PRO 
« But mind, Pitt, mind—he gains in popularity. 


I ſee him o'er his Father try to riſe— 
And mount an eagle to the ſkies | 
But poverty will check his daring . 

« Befides, ſhould GEORGE receive a grant 
« He gets the golden orbs I want 

« 'Then Civil-Lifſt deficiencies, good night ! : 


& And hz! that wicked ot o in l of BRown, 
_ Lofing all ſort of rev "rence for a bing 
% Hath ſent me a bill fo dread 


6 What's very ſtrange too, PIT r, I'll . ye more 


« Tor raſcal came into my houſe, and ſwore |, 


Twas a juſt bill, and that he mit be paid: 


* Mr. 1 who nia a 4 of the late Capabi- | 


5 lity Brown, and who hath ſeveral times impertinently troubled 
the Palace with a bill of two thouſand pounds, due for work 


done by his father-in-law in the Royal gardens, | 


»s 


- 


= mim _”” "ke 
= © = 3 + 
I Ye, that he wou'd „ wc Pirr)— 

« Or ſend a lawyer to me with a writ. 


* * 


6 JTown ſent I Raus to him o'er and o'er, 
To ſay that Brown had gain d enough 
« And bid him to the Palace come no more 

« To peſter Majeſty with bills ad fluff. 


8 85 What-Pirr, pray don't Th think I'm right — 
quite right 2” | 
On which the Premier, with a fault ring bow, 
Star'd in the face by TRUTH looking I doit” 
know how, | 
Hen d out a ee how ro 


* 


How betty 'twas in Pl rrephet great Las ſenſe, 
Not to give Majeſty the leaſt offence 
Whereas, the CHANCELLOR, had he been there, 
Whoſe tutor, one would think, had been a bear; 
Thinking a Briton to no forms confin d, | : 
Baut born with privilege to ſpeak his mind 
Had anſwer'd with a thund'ring tongue, 
% I think your Majeſty d-mn-tion wrong- 
% know no moral or preſcriptive right 
% In Kings to * a ſubject of a mite 
Give him his juſt demand—it is but fit— 
Such littleneſſes look extremely odd | 
* Before me ſhould the matter come, by Gd 
% Your e will curſedly be bit— 
* 7: "00 


** 


4 
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4 Kings by a ſenfe bf honour ſhould be ſway'd—— | 
be Holland muſt, will, by G—» he. hall, be paid. 5 


Lord N too, the gentle youth ! was there, 
Ei | Whole ſweet „aletto voice is often ſported 
In glees and catches; ſo that all who hear, 
Believe a pretty Jem vir imported. 


Anxious to pleaſe the royal pair, ” * 
Lord SALISBURY prais'd the words and air; ; 
My Lord—who boaſts a pretty tuneful palate, - 
Who kindly teaches coblers how to ſing, - - 
Inſtructs his butler, baker, on the ſtring, 
And with Apollo's laurel crowns his valet “. 


« A cobler, baker, chang'd to a EY 

Butlers, and Pek- Miche i”? my reader roaty ; 

« The ſacr. is in a ſweet condition—— — 
"A pretty way of rubbing out old fo 


6 "God bleſs his generoſity and purſe 

„ Soon probably his grandmother, or nurſe, 
« May to the happy band unite their notes 

4 Perchance, the liſt reſpectable to grace, 

« His Lordſhip's fav'rite horſe may ſhow his _ 
„And earn, as chorus finger, all his oats.” 


- His Lordſhip made ſome fad appointments to his Majeſty's + 
band—ignorant; unmuſical rogues, who receive the ſalary, and 
thrum by proxy: however he hath behaved better lately, and | 
made atonement, by giving SnIEID, DANCE, Blake, PARK x, 
and HAcxwoop, to the band. 


There 


a, 
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ere e too, that cloſe attendant on the Kixc, 
Sir CHARLES *, the active, elegant, and ſupple, 
Join'd with the happy beings of the ring, | 
And bow'd and ſcrap'd before the ſceptred couple; 
Pour'd high encomiam on the birthday din, 
And won the mad of many a royal grin. ; 


Sir Charles! the moſt polite, devoted man, 

 Form'd perfectly upon the courtier plan; 
Watches each motion of the royal lips, 
And round his Majeſty ſo lively ſkips : 


Keen as an hawk, obſerves his Sovereign's eye, 
Explores its wants, and dwells upon its ſtare, 
As if he really was to live or die 
Accondipg to th? appearance of the glare: 
Hops, dances, of true courtlineſs the type, 
Juſt like a pea on a tobacco - pipe. I | 


Oft will his ſacred M——y look * 
With aſpect conſcious of a glorious crown; 


Look down with ſurly grandeur on the Knight, 


As if ſuch ſervile homage was his right; 
And by a /are, inform the fearful thing, 
The diff” rence 'twixt a ſubje& and a 1 


Thus when a little feurful puppy meets 
5 4 noble Newfoundland- dog in the ſtreets, 
* Sir Charles Thompſon. 

£3 He 


— 


( I'm Casar ! ! paltry creature, 80 thy Way; ** 


Loaded with curtſies, ſpeeches, thanks, ſine things. 


Looks up, and hugs his neck, andes t- t'entyeat him, 


Then will the Koight, with motions all ſo quick, 
Ruſh back again, o' erjoy'd, through thin and Rs 


f 4 
He creeps, and whines, and licks the lofty brute ; | 

Curls round him, falls upon his back, and-then 

Springs up and gambols—friſks it back agen, 
And crawls in dread ſubmiſſion to his foot; 


With ev'ry mark of terror, not to tat him. 


The Newfoundlandcdine, conſcious of his might, 
Cocks high his tail and ears, his ſtate to ſhow 


Then lifts his leg (a little unpolite) * 
And almoſt drowns the ſupplicant below; 


Then feems, in tull-blown majeſty, 10 ſay, | s 
% Great is my power but, lo! I'll not abuſe it; 


« But mind, ] can devour thee, if J chu ic 
* 


Sir CHaruss at theatres oft ſhows his mien, 1 N 
Skips from his Majeſty behind the ſcene, "> 
To make a-fav'rite actreſs bleſt, by ſaying, 
How pleas'd the Monarch is—how oft he clap' %.” 
How oft the Queer her fan ſo gracious tap'd, 
In approbation of her charming playing! 


And to their ſacred Majeſties repair, 


Proud as ſome old dame's nag with Queens and Kings | 
Of gingerbread, to grace a country fair. 55 


| Thea 
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Then will Sir CHARLES race back, with bold career, 


With ſomething new the royal mouths ſhall utter, 
Sweet to the acreſs's aſtoniſh'd ear, | 


As Tugaz-plums to brats—or bread and butter; ; 
m. | 


Then back to Majeliy Sir CuARLEs will fly 


With the great actreſs's ſublime reply; 
As for example Dear Sir CHARLES, dear friend, 

% Pray thank their Majelties? extreme good - nature, 
« Who in their goodneſſes can condeſcend *; | 

% To honour thus thei poor devoted creature: 
« Whoſe patronage gives glory to a name 
«© Whoſe ſmiles alone confer immortal fame. 
% beg, Sir CHARLEs, you ll ſay the humble/t 3 
« Commend Pts the belt of Lycenr and Kings.” 
* 


Back with the meſſages Sir CuakrTESs will run, 
And with them charm of Majeſty the ſun, 


And bid him, like his brother in the ſkies, 


Dart ng radiance from his mouth and eyes 
- Thrill happy Knight! all parties form̃'d to pleaſe ! 1 
Bleſt Nr of ſuch meſſages as theſe ! 


"This: midſt the Las 3 like lightning, ſcours 
An aid de camp, his General's orders carrying z 
Bravely he gallops through the bullet-ſhow'rs, 
But ſcarce a fingle minute tarrying ; 


Then to the General back with anſwer comes, 
Midſt the deep thunder of great guns and drums; 


Now 
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Now forth again with more command he ſallies, 
Then back, then forth again behold him hurry; 
To this that runs away, to that which rallies, 
All buſtle, uproar wild, and hurry 1 


Yet was there one who muck the day decry'd— 
Old Lady Maxy Duxcan (ſays report). 
& What, no dear, dear Caſtrato here! he agb-d ; 
„Why then—p-x take the roarings and the court; 
&« Then Lord have mercy on my taxtur'd ears, 
And ſhield me from the ſhouts of ſuch he-bears ! 


& Are ſuch the pretty notes to pleaſe ? . 
“ Then may I never more hear ſounds like theſe ; 
| 4 In days of yore they might havghad their merit, 
00 Amongſt the rams-horns to have bone a bob, 


That did at Jericho the wondrous job 
& Knock'd down the wall with ſo much ſpirit. 


76 The ſoundꝭ may anſwer to play tricks 
„ Amongſt a pack of drunken aſſes; am, 
& To break, as if it were, with ſticks, 


. The bones of bottles and poor glaſſes. 


Where, where is Pacchierotti's heart-felt flrain* 
„Where Rubinelli's /o/enuto note? > 
1 That tickled oft my fighing ſoul to pain, 
* That bade my ſenſes in Elyſium float? 
% Ayaunt! you vile black-bearded rogues—avaunt ! 
* "Tis ſmoother chins, and ſweeter tones, I want. 
— My 
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My Lord of Exkx TER was alſo chere, 
Who, marv'ling, cock'd his time diſcerning ear 
To ſtrains that dis ſuch honour to a throne 
There UxgkipGE taught the audience how to think ; 
With much ſignificant and knowing wink, 
And ſpeeches clad in Wiſdom's critic tone; 


5 Who look'd muſicians through with half - ſhut eyes 1— 


Mot ſolemn, moſt chromatically wiſe! 5 


SANDWICH, the glory of each jovial meeting 
This fidler now—now that, ſo kindly greeting, 
Appear'd, and ſhrewdly pour'd his habs and humse 
Great in tattoo, my Lord, and eroſs- hand roll; 
Gre reatin the Dead-march ſtroke ſublime of Saul, 

He beats Old Aſsbridge * on the kettle-· drums. 


What pity to our military hoſt, 3 K 
That ſuch a charming drummer ſhould be loſt! 


And feel through life his glories overcaſt 1 


At that dull Board +, where, never could he learn 
| Of ſhips, the diff*rence between ſſem and fern, 
Hen-coops and boats, the rudder and the maſt, 


Say—midft the tuneful tribe was Epmund Burke? 


No! Mu was cutting out for HasTiNGs, work; 


Writing to Couſin WILL t and Co., to league em 


Againſt that rogue, who like a ruffian roſe, 
And tweak'd a bulſe of jewels from the noſe 
Of dames in India, chrifter'd Munny Begum. 


”.A Landline of great celebrity. 
The Admiralty. + { In India 
 EpMmunDi 
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EpmuND! who formerly look'd fierce as Grimbald 
On that moſt Horrid imp, Sir Tuouas Rumor ; ; | 
- Wow'd, like a ſheep, to flay That eaftern thief ; 
Till range good fortune open'd Ebuuxp's eyes: : 
Oh! then he heard of 1 Gras 4 the cries, | 
And, like Jew converts, damn'd his old belief. 
Yet, let ſome praiſe for Mun's converſion paſs 
To thaggygreat wonderqyorker, Saint Dundas. 


iy m 


Epuuxn! who battl'd hard for PowELL's life, 
And ſwore no man, in virtue, e' er went further: 

To prove which oath, this POWELL took a knife, 
And made the warld believe it, by /e/f-muttler. 


Reader, ſuppoſe I give thee a ſmall Ode, 
Made when vile Tir roo SA1s in triumph rode, 
And play'd the devil on our Indian borders, 
In * or by vile Satanic orders: 
Len Mr. Burke, ſo famous for fine ſpeeches, 

From trope to trope, a downright rabbit ſkipping, 

Meant, ſchool-boy Ute, to take own Hasrixds“ 
breeches, 

And give the noble GoveRNoR a whipping ? 
If e 8 I tranſlate thy his, 
Thou ſmil'ſt conſent—1 thank thee— Here i it is. 


But 1 my cleanligeſs ere 1 begin: . 

Know, I've not caught the ch of party fin ; - 
| oy : Ef Tn 
„„ — 3 
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To Pirr, or Fox, I never did belong; 


Taurn, TRUTH I ſeek — ſo help me Gop or Sons! 


P'rhaps ta a Healben oath thou may'ſt demur- 
Well then —ſuſpicion that I mayn't incur, 
But, like a Chriſtian, ſwear I do not JPam— 
By all the angels of yon lofty ſky, 


= Where burning ſeraphims and cherubs cry, 


I'm of no party — curſe me if I am! 


By all thoſe wonder-monger ſaints and martyrs, 
Cut for the love of God in halves and quarters; 
Hy each black ſoul in purgatory frying ; 

By all tfioſe whiter ſouls, thougliſhye can t fee em, 
Singing their Ave Maria and Te Deum 


On yon bright cloud—I [wear I am not in, 


No ! free as air the Muſe ſhall ſpread her wing, 

Of hom, and when, and what the pleaſes, ſing; 
Though Privy Councils *, jealous of her note, | 

Preſcrib d, of late, a halter for her throat. 


Let Folly ſpring my eagle, falcon, kite, 
Hawk—ſatire—what you will—ſhall mark her flight; 
Through huts or palaces, (tis juſt the ſame,) 
With equal rage, purſue the panting game; 

And lay (by princes, or by peaſants, bred) 

Low at the owNer's feet, the cucxow, dead. 


a This is a piece of ſecret hiſtory, 
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MUCH edified am I by Epmund Burke! | 
Well pleas'd I ſee his mill-like mouth at work, 
Grinding away for poor Old England's good: 
He gives of elocution ſuch a feaſt ! hs 
He tells of ſuch dread doings i in the Eaſt ! 
And highs, as rages for his own * ande blood. 


Shroff Chout, Lack, Guts Dyſacl, Nabob, ; fs 
Crore, Choultry, Begum, leave his lips in thunder. 


With matchleſs Pathos, Mun deſcribes the gag, 

Employ'd by that vile ſon of Hyper Nais, 
Nam'd Tiyy00—— Gags that Britiſh mouths deteſt! 

 Occafion'd partly by that man ſo ſad, 

That HasTINGs !—oh ! deſerving 41 that' 8 "Fo 2 


* 

That villain, murd' rer, tyrant, dog, wild beaſt! 

5 FDyruxp ſees poor He e ſetting ſun ; 3 

Poor EDMUND groans, and Britain is undone ! | 
a= ber! thou haſt, I do W PRE: 5 + Þ 
—_ (God knows —_ been in a ſnug room, 
1. By 
wo 
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: By coals or wood made comfortably warm, 

And often fancy'd that a ſtorm without, _ 

1 5 Hath made a diabolic rout—— | 
Sunk ſhip—torn trees up—done a world of harm. 


Yes! thou haſt lifted up thy teh eyes, 

| Faneying thou heardſt of mariners the cries; : 

And ſigh'd, - How wretched now muſt thouſands be! 
«© Oh! how I pity the poor ſouls at ſea !” 

When, lo! this dreadful tempeſt and his roar, 

A zephyr—in the key-hole of the door ! 


Now, may not EpMunD's howlings be a figh Caches, 
Preſſing through EpMuNnD's lungs for loaves and 
On which he long hath look'd with longing eye, 


To fill poor EDuuxp's not o'er-burden'd diſhes ? 


Give Mun a ſop—forgot will be complaint = 
BRITAIN be ſafe, and HasTINGs prove a ſaint, 


2 ” 


NOW for the drawing-room—O Muſe, ſo madding, 
Delighted in digreſſion to be gadding. | 


Hampden and Forteſcue (brave names !) attended— 
The /aft in catches wonderfully mended, 
vol. 11. 1 1 
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The lovely Lady Clarges too was there, 


To all the graces as to muſic born; 


; ' Whoſe notes ſo ſweetly melting ſoothes the ear! 8 


Soft as the robin's to the bluſh of morn ! 


There too the rare Violedi- Gamba, Pratt, 


Whoſe fingers fair the ſtrings ſo nicely pat, 


And bow that brings out ſounds unknown at Babel 
Though not ſo ſweet as thoſe of Mr. Abel. 


Dear maid ! the daughter of that prince of Pratts, 
Who muſic cons as well as law; and ſwears 
The girl ſhall ſcrub no ſoul's but Handels airs, 
To whom he thinks our great compoſers, cats: 


Id eft, Sacchini, Haydn, Bach, and Gluck, 
And twenty more, who never had the luck 


To pleaſe the nicer ears of /ome crown'd FOLK ; 


Ears that, like other people's though they grow, 
Poor creatures! really want the ſenſe to know 
Pſalm tunes, fo mournful, from the old Black 88 


That muſty muſic-hunter. too—Muſ. D. 
Much travell'd Buraey, came to hear and ſee ; 
He, in his tour, who found ſuch great proteQors— 
Kings, Queens, Dukes, * Margravines, 
Electors, | 
Who aſc'd the Doctor many a ies | 
And treated him with marv'lous hoſpitality "= 

Greſſing he had as clever a digeſtion 

For meat and drink, as muſic of rare quality 


Not 
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Not with much glee the Doctor heard the ode, 
But turn'd his diſappointed eyes to Gop; 
And wiſh'd it his own ſetting, with a ſigh; 
For, ere to Saliſbury's houſe the Doctor came 
To get, as ODE-SETTER, enrolF'd his name 
Behold ! behold the wedding was gone by! 


Ah! how unlucky that the prize was loſt ! 
Parſons, who, daring, daſh'd thro? thick and thin 
Eclipje the ſecond !—got, like lightning, in, 
When Burney juſt had reach'd the aiftance poſt. 


Yet, gentle Muſe, Iet candour 1his allow, 

That, though his heart was mortify'd enow, 

The Docor did his rival's art admire, 80 

And own'd his maiden crotchets full of fire 

Crotchets ! though ſweet—alas! condemn'd to lie, 

Like royal virtues, hid from mortal eye! 

Crotchets that ſongful Mr. Parſons ties | 

To Tom's big phraſe, to make ſublimer cries z 
Thrice happy union to entrance the ſoul ! 

How like the notes of cats, a vocal Pair, 5 

By boys (to catch their wild and mingl'd air) 
Tied tail to tail, and thrown a- croſs a pole! 


But where was great Sir Wat kyn all this time! 
Why heard he not t the air and lofty rhyme ? 


fe: 
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The ſleek Welſh deity, who muſic knows 
The ALEXANDER of the Tot'n'am * troops, 
Who, tutor'd by his tampings, nods, grunts, whoops, 


Do wond'rous execution with their bows ? 


Sir Watkyn, deep in diſmal dudgeon gone, 
Far in his Cambrian villa + ſat alone ; 
To Mrs. Walſingham 4 he ſcrubb'd his baſe, 
Whilſt anger ſwell'd the volume of his face, 
Vaming like ſuns of London in a fog; 
Of Mrs. Walſingham he ſung with ire; 
His eyes as red as ferret's eyes, with fire; 
His mighty ſoul for vengeance all a- gog. 


AcuiLLEs thus, affronted to the beard, 
His fledge-like fiſt o'er Agamemnon rear'd, 
And down his throat wou'd fain his words have ramm'd; 
Who, after oaths, (a pretty decent volly,) 
And rating the long Monarch for his folly, 
Inform'd the King of Men he might he d-mn'd ; 
nen to his tent majeſtic ſtrode, to ſtrum, 
And ſcrape his anger out on tweedle- dum. 


Sir Watkyn is a member of the Ancient Muſic Concert 
in Tottenham W and much attended to, both for his art 
and ſcience. ; 


+ Wynneſtay. | : 
The quarrel between the Knight and the Lady was a won- 
derful one — Tantæne animis cle Ribas ire ef 
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Vet Mrs. Walſingham the ode attended; 
From Squire Apollo lineally deſcended 

A dame who dances, paints, and plays, and ſings; 
The Saint Cecilia Queen of wind and ſtrings! | 
Though ſcarcely bigger than a cat a dame 

Midſt the Bas Bleus, a giant as to fame, 


When idle, hautboy, clarinet, baſſoon, 
On Sunday (deem'd, by us good Chriſtians, odd, 
Vnite their clang, and pour their merry tune 
In jiggiſh gratitude to Gop; IR 
Lo! if a witleſs member ſhould deſire, ; 
Inſtead of Handel, ſtrains perchance of Haydn, 
A fierce SEMIRAM1S ſhe flames with fire 
This Amazonian, crotchet-toving maiden ! 
She looks at him with ſuch a pair of eyes! 
Reader, by way of fimil--digreſſion, - 
Which to my ſubject happily apphes 
Did'ſt ever ſee Grimalkin i in a paſſion, 
Lifting her back and ears, and tail, and hair; 8 
Giving her two expreſſive goglers, 
(Not in the ſweet and tender ſtyle of ll 


A fierce, broad, wild, fix'd, furious, threat'ning ſtare? 


If ſo—thou may'ft fo faint idea have 
Of this great Lady at her tuneful club 
Who very often hath been heard to rave, 
And with much eloquence the members ſnub. 
Some people by their ſouls will ſwear, 
That if muſicians miſs but balf a bar, 
. *3 _. - 
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Juſt like an Iriſhman ſhe ſtarts to bother —— 
And, in the violence of quaver madneſs, 


Where nought ſhould reign but harmony and gladneſs, 


She knocks one tuneful head againſt another 


Then ſcreams in ſuch chromatic tones 

Upon Apollo's poor affrighted ſons, 

Whoſe trembling tongues, when het's begins to ſound, 
Are, in the din vociferating, drown'd ! 


Thus when the Oxford bell, baptiz'd Great Tom, 

Shakes all the city with his iron tongue, 
The little tinklers might as well be dumb 

As aſk attention to their puny ſong, 
So much the Lilliputians are o'ercome 

By the deep thunder of the Mighty Tom. 


Handel, as fam'd for manners as a pig, 
Enrag*d, upon a time pull'd off his wig, 


And flung it plump in poor Cuzzoni's face, 


Becauſe the little Syren miſs'd a grace: 


Muficians, therefore, ſhould beware; 


Or in the face of ſome unlucky chap, 
Although ſhe cannot fling a load of hair, 
She probably may dart her cap. 


Oft hn a youth to fome ſweet bluſhing maid - 


_ Hath flily whiſper d amatory things, 
And, more by paſſion than by muſic ſway'd, 
' Broke on the tuneful dialogue of ſtrings ; 
| | Rous'd 
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Rous'd like a tygreſs from a fav'rite feaſt, 

Up hath the valiant Gentlewoman ſprung, 
With lightning look, and thund'ring tongue, 
Ready with out-ſtretch'd neck to eat the beaſt _ 
That boldly dar'd,——fo blaſphemouſly raſh, — 


Mix with the air divine his love- ſick traſh. 


Reader, attend her he will ſo enrich ye 
With muſic knowledges of every kind, | 
From that poor nothing-monger, old Quilici, 
To Handel's lofty and capacious mind : By I 


Run wild diviſions on the various merit 
Of this and that compoſer's ſpirit—— | 
On Gluck's ſublimities be all ſo chatty —— | : 
Talk of the ſerio- comic of Piccini, | i ö 
Compare the elegance of ſweet Sacchini, 
And iron melodies of old Scarlatti! 


But not one word on Britiſh worth, I ween 
Their very mention gives the Dame the ſpleen : 
'T'were e'en diſgrace to tell their mawkiſh names: 
Mere cart-horſes——poor uninventive fools, 
Who neither muſic make, nor know its rules—— 
Whoſe works ſhould only come to light in flames. 


To depths of muſic doth this Dame pretend, 
Nought can her ſcience well tranſcend, — 


If you the Lady's own opinion aſk ; 


And 
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And when ſhe talks of muſical enditers, 
She ſhows a vg acquaintance with all writers, 


8 takes them en, all to taſk. 


Dear eternal who, ſo "Wt, ſo chaſte, 
So foreign 1 in her tavecedle-dummi i/þ taſte, 
Faints at the name of that enchanting fellow, 
The melting Amoroſo, Paiſiello! 5 
With notes on Tarchi, Sarti, will o'erwhelm ye; 
Giordani, ſweeter than the Hybla honey; 
Anfoſſi, Cimeroſa, Bach, Bertoni, 
Rauzzini, Abel, Pleyel, Guglielmi! 
Can tell you, that th' Italian ſchool is airy, 
Expreſſive, elegant, light as a fairy; 
The German, heavy, deep, ſcholaſtic ; 
The French, moſt miſerably whining, moaning, 
Oft like poor devils in the chohe groaning, 
Noiſy and ſcreaming, hideous, Hudibraſtic. 


The female viſitors around her gaze, 

With wond'ring eyes, and mouths of wide amaze, 
To hear ker pompouſly demand the key. 

Of ev ry piece muſicians play. 


Aſtoniſh'd ſee this Petticoat-Apollo, | 
With ſtamping foot, and beck'ning hands 
And head, time-nodding, iſſue high commands, 
Beating the Tot'n am- road Director hollow. 


* Joah Bate, Eſquire. | 
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Yes—— they behold amaz'd, this tuneful whale, - 
And catch each crotchet of her rich diſcourſe, 
Utter'd with claſſic elegance and force, 

On Diatonic and Chromatic ſcale: 
Then ſtare to ſee the Lady wiſely pore 
On ſcientific zig-zag ſcore. ee 


Reader, at this great Lady's Sunday meeting, 
Midſt tuning inſtruments, each other greeting, 
Screaming as if they had not met for years, 

So joyous, and ſo great their clatter | =— ſay, 

Didſt ever ſee this Lady ſtriking A | 

D pon her harpſichord, with bending ears? 

With open mouth, and ſtare profound, 
Attenticn nail'd, and head awry, 
Watching each atom of the tuneful _ 

Till Alamire uniſon goes round? | 

Didſt ever ſee her hands outſtretch'd like wings, 

Towards the Band, though led by CHANTS” 

| Wide ſwimming for pianos on the ſtrings- 
Now ſudden rais'd, like Mr. Chriſtie's Lan 

To bid the forte ® roar in ſudden thunder, 

And fill the gaping multitude with wonder? 

Thou never didſt? then, friend, without a hum, 

{ envy thee a PINT to come! 


1 Motions eftabliſhed by the Copneſtcati for OY the 
ht and ſhadow of Muſic. | 
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To Kings, for babe- like manners ſemple ſtyl'd, 


A thouſand noble inſtances, as one. 


Thus in the pinnick's * neſt the cuckow lays, 


ve 
7 


* 
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« He molds his harp, quoth To M, «to manners mild 5 


And grac'd with virtues that would fill a tun; 
To him the Poet humbly makes a leg, 
Who, gooſe like, brooding o'er the fav'rite egg 
Of Genius, gives the Phœnix to the ſun, 


To him, who for ſuch eggs is always watching, 
And never more delighted than when hatching ; 
Which makes the number offer'd to the ſun, | 
So vaſt !—why, verily as thick as peas, g : 
'That pcoplc may collect, with cqual caſc, 5 25 


What 3 Wiſdom to his care hath gi n! 
All hatch*'d—ſome living others gone to Heav'n: 


Then, eaſy as a Frenchman, takes her flight. 
Due homage to the eggs the pinnick pays, 
And brings the little lubbers into light, 


The modern poet ſings, quoth Tom again, 
Of M——chs, who, with ceconomic fury, 
Force all the tuneful world to Tot'n'am Lane, 


And ook up; all the doors of harmleſs Drury +. 
Say, 


* A bird ſo called in ſome counties, that attends the wiſe 
bird, and feeds him. | 


+ The Oratorios were to have been performed at Drury 


Tae: this year, under the conduct of Mr. LINIE and Dr. 
ARNOLD. 
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Say, why this curſe on Drury's harmleſs door, 
That thus, in anger, M y ſhould lock it? 
Muſe, are the Tot'n' am- ſtreet ſubſcribers poor? 
Will Drury keep ſome pence from Tot'n'am's 
pocket? 
'Doth threat'ning e extend a gloom 
O'er the proud walls of Tot'n'am's regal room? 


Perchance tis Mara's ſong that gives offence ! 
Hine illæ lacrymæ l fear: 

The ſong that once could charm the R 

Delights, alas! no more the Royal ear. 

Gods! can a guinea deaden ev'ry note, 

And make the nightingale's a raven's throat ? 


1 ſenſe, 


But let me give his M——y a hint, 
Freſh from my brain's prolific mint 
Suppoſe we Amateurs ſhould, in a fury, 
| Juſt take it in our John Bull heads to ſay 
(And lo! *tis very probable we may) 


1 We vill have Oratorios at Drury?“ 


1 muſt he look Blank -wonderfully bus 
And think ſuch ſpeech an inſult on his rank: 


Axor p. —Mapans Maza was to have exhibited her amazing 
powers. This would have been a death-ſtroke to the pigmy 
performance in Tottenham Court Road. How ſhould the 
pigmy be ſaved? By killing the Giant; —and lo! his death- 
warrant hath been ſigned. —By what power of the conſtitution? 
None !—Can the Grand Monargue do more? D delirant 
Ws. Plactuntur Acbivi. | | 


What 
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What could he do? — oppoſe with ire ſo hot ? 
I think his M—y had better not * / 


Pity a King ſhould with his ſubjects fquable 
About an Oratorio or a play: 
It puts him on a footing with the rabble, 


And that's untingly, let me ſay. 


Suppoſe he comes off conqueror alas! 
For ſuch a victory he ought to g 
But, Lordi ſuppoſe it ſo 3 come to 8 

: That Majeſty comes off wit® a black eye? 
| Whether he loſe or win the day, | 

The world will chriſten it a paliry fray. 


Kings ſhould be never in the wrong 4 
They never are, ſome wiſe- acres declare. 


Poh ! ſuch a ſpeech may do for birth-day ſong; 
But makes us philoſophic people /are /! | | 


I know 


Indeed His M I hath prudently taken the hint.— 
Daun, in ſpite of the Royal ſrown, hath had her Oratorios 
perſormed, to the no ſmall mortification of 8 deſerted 
T'0TTENKAN. | | = 

+ Yet let us give an inſtance of wrong proceedings.—A 
certain K—— and Q, inftead of having concerts at their 
palace, in the ſtyle of other Princes, ſuch as the King of 
France, the Emperor, the Empreſs of Ruſſia, &c. have en- 
tered into a private ſubſcription for a concert in a. pitiful 
ſtreet.— They pay their fix guineas a-piece; and, what is 


more an get in Ss children, as we are told, 
gratis l . 


— 
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I know a certain owner of a C 
Not quite a hundred miles from Windſor town, 
Who harbour'd of his neighbour horrid notions 

A widow gentlewoman—who, he ſaid, 
Popp'd from her window ev'ry day her head 
Impertinent, to watch his Royal motions. 


„ What? what?” quoth M——y, “ I'Il teach her 
To take my motions by ſurpriſe —— [ eyes 
“ One cannot breakfaſt, dine, drink tea, nor ſup, 
« But, whip! the woman's head at once is out, 
e To ſee and hear what we are all about: 
& I'll cure her of that trick 


n, 


and block her up.“ 


Mad as his military GRACE“ 
For h er ry 27 85 


gratis! What is ſtill more extraordinary, they have entered 

into a bond for borrowing two thouſand pounds for putting 

the houſe into a decent repair: Fit for the reception of the 

K — of the firſt empire upon earth. Of whom has this money 

been borrowed ?—Marvelling reader! of the poor muſicians' 

fund !—which money might have been placed out to a much 

ſuperior advantage. Let me add, that the ſubſcribers order a 

| formal rehearſal previous to every concert; fo that, in fac, 
they get a double concert for their money ; undoubtedly to the 
vaſt ſatisfaction of the fingers of the happy CRAMER, Boxcnr, 
SnitrD, CERVETTOo, &c. who, in this inſtance, earn their 
money not very unlike the patient and laborious animal called 

a dray-borſe, | | | 

* Duke of Richmond. | 


OL. 11, 82 8 From 
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From dockyards to a at tanks 
The M——ch dreamt of nothing but the wall 
The ſaucy ſpy in petticoats to maul, 
And make her eagle pride crawl like a louſe. 


Now workmen came, with fomidable ſtones, 
To block up the poor widow JoxEs 
Who mark'd this dread blockade, and, with a "Ss 
And to the cauſe of freedom true 
One of the old hen's chicks 10 blue, 
Faſt as the K built 5 the Ame pu d Thom, 


Twas up —*twas don eas ap. again — twas 


down,. — 
Much did the country with the battle 25 
Between the valiant Widow and the K— 


zT Mac admiration rais dt: in Windſor town: 


Ne er knew more 8 5 on their backs. 


Sing, 1 Muſe, how ended this affray : 
Juſt as it happens, faith, nine times in ten, 
When dames ſo ſpirited engage with men 

That is th' beroic Widow won the day: 


he K could not the Woman maul; 
But found himſelf moſt ſhamefully defeated ; 
Then, very wiſely, he retreated, 

And, very prudently, gave up the wal!, 
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Now ſing, O Muſe, the warlike ammunition 
Us'd by the Dame in her beſieg'd condition, 
That on the hoſt of vile invaders flew ; 
Say, did no God nor Goddeſs cry out ſhame ! 
And nobly haſten to relieve the Dame : 
Fr. om ſuch a reſolute and hoſtile crew? 


ves Neptune, like her guardian angel, kind, 
Join'd the poor Widow Jones, and ran up ſtairs z 
Then fiercely caught up certain earthen wares, 
And, pleas'd his fav'rite element to find, 
Did, on their heads, the briny torrents flow, 
And waſh'd, like ſhags, the combatants below. 


The Goddeſs Cloacina too, fo bonne; 
Ruſh d to the Widow's houſe, and } join d the party 
But ſay, what ammunition fill'd her hand, 
Fame for the Widow to acquire, 
I0 bid the enemy retire, | 
And give to public ſcorn the daring band ? 


What that frong ammunition was, the Bard 
Heard as a ſecret— therefore muſt not tell; 
Nor would he for a thouſand pounds reward, 
Jo beaux reveal it, or the ſweeteſt belle. 
Yet Nature poſſibly hath made a ſnout 
Bleſt with ſagacity to ſmell it out. 


Reader, don't ftand ſo, ſtaring like a calf— 
8 -; gaping attitude provokes my laugh —= 
1 Thou 
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Thou think'ſt that Monarchs never can act ill: 
Get thy head ſhav'd, poor fool! or think fo ſtill. 


Whether thou dem'ſt my ſtory falſe or true, 
I value not a ruſh, | > 
Wil't have another , No.''—Nay, prithee 88 
% I won't.” — Thou ſhalt, by Heav'ns ! ſo prithee 
_ huſh! 


But ere I give the tale, my tuneful bride, 
My Lady Muſe, ſhall talk of Kings and Pride, 


— 


Some Kings on thrones are children on the lap 
Children, that all of us fee ev'ry day 
Brats that kick, ſquall, and quarrel with their pap, 
Tearing, and ſwearing they will have their way: 
And what, too, their. great reputation rifles, 
Sg e Juſt like children, about zr; r. 


er tis a terrible affair 

For kingly worſhip to be kick'd by fellows 
Who prabably feed half their time on air, 
Mending old kettles or. old bellows. 


My Lady Pride's a very lofty pz1xG, | 

Much pleas'd with people's ſcraping, bowing, 

Fruitful in egotiſms, and full of brags [kneeing, 
Her Ladyſhip in nought can brook denial; | 
And, as for inſult, 'tis a killing trial ; 

And more eſpecially from men of rags. 


r 


Mere brains within her head- piece to be found. 


PETER PIN DAR, Esg. 41 5 þ 


— 


For Pride, ſuch is her ſtatelineſs, alas! 

Rather than feel the Eickings of an aſs, 

Would calmly put up with a leg of horſe ; 
Though pelting her with fifty times the force ; 
Nay, though her brains came out upon the ground, 


KING} N 
BRICKMAKER®, 
"A TALK 


A KING, near Pimlico, with noſe and ſtate, 
Did very much a neighbouring brick-kiln hate, 
Becanſe the kiln did vomit naſty ſmoke; _ 
Which ſmoke I can't ſay very nicely bred, 
Did very often take it in its head 
To blacken the Great Houſe, and try the K — to choak. 


His facred Majeſty would, ſputt'ring, ſay, 
Upon a windy Cay, 

« 1 I make the raſcal and his brick-kiln hop 
« P-x take the ſnoke—the ſulphur I- zounds |— 
It forces down my throat by pounds 

« My belly is a aownright blackſmith's hop 25 


A Mr, Scott. 


* On 
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One day,—he was ſo peſter d by a cloud 
He could not bear it, and thus bawl'd aloud : 
„% Go,” roar'd His M——y unto a page, 
Work di like a lion, to a Ade lch rage, 

o, tell the raſcal who the brick-kiln owns, 

*© That if he dares to burn another brick, 
« Black all my houſe like hell, and make me ſick, 

66 PU tear his Kiln to rags, and break his bones.“ 


Off Billy Ramus fat, his errand told : 

On which the Brickmaker—a little bold, > 
Exclaim'd, © He break my bones, good Maſter Page, 

« He ſay my kiln ſhan't burn another brick, 

% Becauſe it blacks his honſe and makes him ſick! 
Billy, go, give my love to Maſter's rage, 

« And ſay, more bricks Jam reſolv'd to burn; 

&« And if the ſmoke his Worſhip's ſtomach turn, 
6 Tell him to ſtop his mouth and ſnout — 

&© Nay more, good Page His M 5 y ſhall ind 

1 og In always take th' advantage of the wind, | 

And, dam'me, try to ſmoke him ot.“ 


This was a ſhameful meſſage to a K — 

From a poor ragged rogue that dealt in mud; 
Vet, though ſo impudent a thing, 

The fellow's rhet'rick could not be withſtood. 


5 IE as 3 poor Haſtings, Edmund ak: 
This Brick-maker went tooth and nail to work, 
| And 
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And form d a true Veſuvius on the eye : | 
The ſmoke in pitchy volumes rolPd along, 
| Ruſh'dthrough the Royal dome with ſulphur ſtrong, 


And, thick aſcending, darken'd all the 8 


To give the ſmoke a naſtier ſtink, 
Indignant Reader, what doſt think ? 
The fellow ſcrap'd the filthieſt ſtuff together, 
Old wigs, old hats, old woollen caps, old rugs, 
; Replete with many a colony of bugs, 
Old ſhocs and boots, and all the tribe of leather. 


Thus did the cloud of ſtink and darkneſs ſhade 
The building for the Lord's Anointed made, 
And blacken'd it like palls that grace a burying : 
Thus was this man of mud and firaw employ'd, 
And at the thought ſo wicked, overjoy'd, 
"off ſmoking God's Vicegerent like a herring ; 


Of ſerving him as we do parts of ſwine, 

Thought, with green peaſe, a diſh extremely fine; 
But lo! this baneful rogue of brick _ 

Fell, for his Sov reign, fortunately ſick, 

And, ere the wretch could glut his ſpleen and pride, 
By turning Monarchs into bacon died. | 


THE modern bard (guoth Tom) ſublimely ſings. 
Of ſharp and prudent œconomic Kings, 
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Who rams, and ewes, ad lambs, and bullocks feed, 
And Pigs of ev * ſort oy breed : | 


Or Kings who calle 833 on fruitful ſows; 
Who ſell fcimm milk, and keep a guard ſo ſtout 
To drive the geeſe, the theiviſh raſcals, out, 
That ev' ry morning_us'd to fuck the Cows —— 


Of 1 who at ＋ and carrots plant 

For ſuch as wholſome vegetables want ;- 
Who feed, too, poultry for the people's ſake, : 

Then ſend it through the villages in carts, 


10 cheer (how wondrous kind!) the hungry hearts 
Of ſuch as only pay for what they take. 


The poet now, quoth Tom's rare lucubration, 
Singeth commercial treaties——commutation 
_ Taxes on paint, pomatum, milk of roſes, d 
Olympian dew, glove, ſticking-plaſter, hats, 
Quack Medicines for ſick Chriftians, and ſound rats, 
And all that charm our eyes, or mouths, or noſes. 


_Fhe modern bard, fays Tom, foblimety ſings 


Of vir , gracious, good, uxorious Kings, 


Is it 1 this ſtory to ” on ? We would: rather 
give it as apocryphal, | 


+ Mr. Wharton faysi in his Ode, 60 Who plant the Civic Bays” j 
but he aſſur redly meant cabbages and carrots: — the —_ 
proves it, 


Who 
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Who love their wives ſo conſtant. from their heart; 


Who down at Windſor daily go a ſhopping =— | 


Their heads ſo lovely into houſes popping, 
. And doing wonder 3 in the hagling art. 


And why, in God's name, ſhould not Queens ad Eons 
Purchaſe a comb, or corkſcrew, lace for cloaks, 

Edging for caps, or tape for apron-ſtrings, 

Or pins, or bobbin, cheap as other folks? 


Reader ! to make thine eyes with wonder ſtare, 

I tell thee farthings claim the Royal care! 
Farthings are helpleſs children of a guinea: 

If not well watch'd they travel to their coſt ! 
For lo! each copper-viſag'd little ninney 

Is very apt to ſtray, and to be lot. 
Extravagance I never dar'd defend 


The greateſt Kings ſhould ſave . a candls end: 


Since 'tis an axiom ſure, the more folks ſave, 

The more, indiſputably, they muſt have. 

Crown'd heads, of ſavings ſhould appear examples; 
And Britain really boaſts two pretty ſamples! 


The modern poet ſings, quoth Tom again, 
Of ſweet exciſemen, an obliging train 
. ho, like our guardian angels, watch our houſes, 
And add another civil obligation 
That addeth greatly to our reputation 
Hug, i in our abſences, our loving ſpouſes. 


Reader ! 
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Reader ! when tir'd, I'm fond of taking breath ;— 
Now, as thou doſt admire the true ſublime, 
And, conſequently, my immortal rhyme, 
is clear thou never canſt defire my death. 


Set ant, in their ſongs, moſt muſically die; 

If that 's the caſe then, Reader, ſo might J. 
Jet me, then, join thy wiſhes—ſtay my rapture, 
And nurſe my lungs to ſing a ſecond chapter. 


© 


IN CONTINUATION, 
bY GRAN me an honeſt fame, or grant me none,” 
Says Pope, (I don' t know where,) a little lar ; 
Who, if he prais'd a man, twas in a tone 
That made his praiſe like bunches of ſweet-briar, 
Which, while a pleaſing fragrance it beſtows, | 
* out a pretty 171 Dy your noſe. 


1 Grant me an 1 8 fame, or grant me none;“ 
Such princes were upon the forlorn hope, 
Soon, very ſoon, to reputation dead; 
Their idle laureats, faith, might ſhut up ſhop, 

And bid their lofty genius go to bed. 


Muſe, 


PETER PIN DAR, ESQ. 47 


K» 


— — 


Muſe, this is all well faid ; but, not t' offend ye, 
I beg you will not cultivate digreſſion- | 
Plead not the poet's quidlibet audendi; 
For ſurely there are limits to th? expreſſion :; 
Then ceaſe to wanton thus in epiſode, 


And tell the world of Mr. WARTox's Ode. 


The modern poet, Laureat Thou 4s, ſays, 

To Botany's grand iſlaud tunes his lays, | 
Fix'd for the ſwains and damſels of St. Giles, 

Whoſe knowledge in the þ:cus pocus art 

Bids them from Britain ſomewhat ſudden ſtart, 
To teach to ſouthern climes their miniſterial wiles s 


Improve the wiſdom of the commonweal, 

And teach the ſimple natives how to fteal : 
The pick-lock ſciences, ſo dark, explain ; 
And to ingenious murder turn each brain. 


* 
* 
AS. 


Quoth Tom again—the modern poet ſings 

Of ſweet, good-natur'd, inoffenſive Kings; 
Who, by a miracle eſcap'd with life 
Eſcap'd a damſel's moſt tremendous knife; 

A knife that had been taught, by toil and art, 
To pierce the bowels of a pye or tart. 


Thus, having giv'n a full diſplay | 
Of what our Laureat ſays, or meant to ſay, 


— 


1n 
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Do 


I'll beg of Thomas to inſtru my ears, 
Why, in his verſes, he ſhould call | 
The Knights who grac'd the high-arch'd hall, 

A ſet of bears Ef 


Why the bold ſteel-clad Knights of elder days 
Are not entitl'd to a little praiſe, 

Who for God's cauſe did palace, houſe, and hut fell; | 
As well as Monarchs of the preſent date, 
Whoſe dear religion, of which poets prate, | 

Might lodge, without much ſqueezing, in a nut-ſhell? 


66 What King hath ſmall religion! thou n 
« If G----- the 'Th - - - thou meaneſt Bard thou 
& lieſt.“ | 


Hold, Tyuomas—not ſo furious —T know things 


That add not to the piety of - - = = - 


I've ſeen a K. at chapel, I declare, 


Yawn, gape, laugh, in the middle of a _ — 


When inward his ſad optics ought to roll, 
To view the dark condition of his ſoul ; 


Catch up an opera-glaſs, with curious eye, 


Forgetting Gov, ſome ſtranger's phiz to ſpy, 
As though deſirous to obſerve, if Heav'n | 
Had Chriſtian features to the viſage giv'n; 
Then turn, (for kind communication, keen, ) 
And tell ſome new-tound wonders to the Queen. 


Vid. The word , in the Laureat's Ode for the 
New Year. 


Thus 
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Thus have theſe eyes beheld a cock ſo ſtately, 
(Indeed theſe lyric eyes beheld one lately,) 
| Lab'ring upon a dunghill with each Knuckle : 


* 


When after many a peck, and ſcratch, and ſerub, 
This hunter did unkennel a poor grub, 
On which the fellow did ſo ſtrut and chuckle 
le peck'd and ſquinted—peck'd and kenn'd 3 
Hallooing luſtily to Madam Hen; | 
To whom, with airs of triumph, he look'd „ 
And told what noble treaſure he had found, + 


« Ah! Peter, Peter, Laureat Tnomas cries, 
„Thou haſt no fear of Kings before thy eyes; 
„ Great—little—all with thee a-e equal jokes, | 
« And mighty Monarchs merely common folks. 
„% Ah, wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know“ | 
now what ?—** That Monarchs are not merely /boww; 1 
% Souls they poſſeſs, and on a glorious ſcale :*? 
To this I anſwer, Tue e with a tale. 


A Duke of Burgundy (I know not vhich ) 
Thus on a certain time, addreſs d a poet: 
« Pm much afraid of that ſame ſcribbling itch— 
Vou've wit—but pray be cautious how you ſhow 1 it; 
Say nothing in your rhymes about a King- 
« If praiſe, tis hes—4f blame, a dangerous thing.“ 
That is, the Duke bcliev'd the King, uncivil, 
Might kick the N poet to the devil. 
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 Peren, there s odds twixt ſtaring and ſtark mad— 
a. BR 

Who dares deny it ?—ſo there is, egad! 

T. W. 
Thou think'| : no Prince of common ſenſe poſſeſs" 
. 
— thou art miſtaken, I proteſt — 
On Staniſlaus the Muſe could pour her firain, 
Who, dyi ing, funk a ſun upon Lorraine : 
Too like the parted ſun, with glory crown'd—— 
He fill'd with bluſhes deep th' horizon round. 
Fredrick the Great, who died the other day, 
Had for himſelf, indeed, a deal to ſay : 

Wie muſt not touch upon that King's 6604 
Becauſe I fear he ſeldom ſaid his pray'rs—— 
Nor dare we ſay the hero was no thief, 

Bexauſe he plunder'd ev'ry body's wares, 
Im told the Emperor is vaſtly wife 

And hope that Madam Fame hath told no lies : : 
Yet, in his diſputations with the Dutch, 

The Monarch's oratory was not much : 
Full many a trope from bayonet and drum 
He threaten'd—but, behold ! 'twas all a hum. 


Wiſe are our gracious 9 n's ſuperb relations, 

The pride and envy of the German nations- 
People of faſnion, worſhip, wealth, and ſtate- 
Lo! what demand for them, in heav'n, of late ! 


Lo! 
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Lo! with his Knapfack; ev'n «i now departed, 
As fine a ſoldier, faith, as ever ſtarted 
Whom Death did almoſt dread to lay his claws on 
Old Captain what's his name ?—Saxehilberghauſen® : 


Me once again are black ned up by mourning ; 
To ſhow by glove, cloth, ribband, crape, and fan, 
A peck of trouble for th' old gentleman” 


Ah me! what dozens, dozens, dozens, 
Our Q. hath got of uncles, aunts, and coulins } 
Egad, if thus thoſe folks continue dying, 

Each Briton, doom'd to diſmal black, 

Mutt always wear a hearſe-like back, 
And, like en be always crying. 


| Great is the northern Empreſs I conſeſy! . 
Much, in her humour, hke our good Queen Beſs; 
Who keeps her fair court dames from getting drunk: 
And all fo temperate herſelf, folks ſay, 
She ſcarcely drinks a dozen drams a-day; 
And, in love-matters, is a Queen of ſpunk, 


* Great uncle to our molt gracious Q. He died in the 
Emperor's ſervice. 

+ At an allembly at Peterſburg, ſome years ſince, which 
was honoured with the preſence of the Empreſs, one of the 
rules was, That no lady ſhould come drunk into the room. 
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For whom (with zeal, for olle of worſhip, burning, 


„w vf . 


5 » * 
* 


1 


8 


Yet like I not fuch woman for a wife 
Such heroines, in a matrimonal ſtrife, - 
Might hammer from one's render head hard notes : 
I oven my delicacy i is ſo great, 
I cannot in diſpute, with rapture, meet 
Women who look like men in petticoats. 


Oft in a learn'd diſpute upon a cap, 

By way of anſwer one might have a lap— 
P” rhaps on a ſimple petticoat or gown 

Nay ! poſſibly on Madam's being 4;/*d ! 
An4 really I would rather be knock'd down © 

By weight of argument, than weight of fiſt. 


I like not dames whoſe converſation runs 
On battles, ſieges, mortare and great guns 
The milder beauties win my ſoften'd ſoul, 
Who look for faſhions with deſiring eyes: 
Pleas'd when on teres the converſations roll, 
| Cork-romps, and merry-thonghts, and lovers'-ſighs, 


Love! when I marry, give me not an ox 
I hate a woman like a ſentry-box 
Nor can I deem that dame a charming creature 


Whoſe hard face holds an oath in ev'ry feature. 


In woman—angel ſweetneſs let me ſee— 

No gallopping horſe-godmothers for me. 

I own I cannot brook ſuch manly Belles 

As Mademoiſelle d' Eons, and Hannah Snells ; 


Yet 
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Vet men ho are, has A are 3 8 decrees! 
| Whole palates e' en Jaok-gentiewgey 1 


1 diff . Cynthia, from thy form ſo =, 
That triumphs in a love. inſpiring air; ” 
Superior beaming ev'n where thouſands ſhine 
Thy form !—where all the tender graces play, 
And, bluſhing, ſeem in ev'ry ſmile to ſay, 

127 


44 Behold we boaſt an origin divine! 
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See too the Queen of France—a gem I ween t 
With rev'rence let me hail that charming Queen, 
Bliſs to her King, and luftre to her race z | 
Though Venus cave of beauty half her fore, | 
And all the Graces bid a world adore 
Her ſmalleſt beauties are the charms of Fe 


. | Vn 


Heav'ns ! why abroad for virtues muit you roam ? | 


R 


Becauſe I cannot find them, Tou, at home. 


I beg you pardon—yes—the Prince of Wales 

(Whoſe actions ſmile contempt on Scandal s tales) 
Ranks in the Muſe's favotir high 
I wiſh ſome folle, that I could name with eaſe, 


Bleſt with his head—his heart—his powers to lenfe 


Then N s ſoul would ceaſe from * a Ggh : 
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The crouching courtiers, that ſurround a throes, 
And learn to ſpeak and grin from one alone, 


Who watch, like dancing dogs, their maſter's nod 


Are ready now, if horſe-whipp'd from their places, 
At Carlton-Houſe to ſhew their ſupple faces, 


And call the Prince they vilify, a God. 


T. W. 


Think'ſt thou not Cæſar doth the arts 3 
P.-P, 


2 Arts i in | abundance I- Ves, Tom—yes, eee 


I. . 
Think'ſ thou not Cæſar would each j joy forego, 


To make his children happy ? 


5 
No, Tou— no! 


T. W. 


What! not one bag, to bleſs a child, beſtow 3 — 


. 
Heav'n help thy folly Line; Tom—no, Ton—no ! l 
Ihe ſordid ſouls that Avarice enſſaves, 


Would gladly graſp their guineas in their grave. 
Like that old Greek—a miſerable cur, 


Who made himſelf his own executor. 


A cat is with her kittens much delighted ; 
She licks ſo lovingly their mouths and chins: 
At ev'ry danger, Lord! how puſs is frighted—— 
She curls her back, and Tells her tail, and grins, 
Rolls 


. 
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Rolls her wild eyes, and claws the backs of curs 
Who ſmell too curious to her children's furs. 


This happens whillt her cats are young indeed; 

But when grown up, alas! | how chang'd their luck 
No more ſhe plays at bo-peep with her breed, 

| Lies down, and, mewing, bids them come and ſuck: 


No more he Fports and pats them, friſks and purs; 
Plays with their twinkling tails, and licks their furs ; 
But when they beg her bleſſing and embraces, 
Spits, like a dirty vixen, in their faces. 


Nay, after making the poor Iambkins fly, 

She watches the dear babes with ſquinting eye; 

And if ſhe ſpies them with a bit of meat, 

* on their property, and ſteals their treat. 


No more a tender love ſhe feems to feel 

The dev'l for hER may eat em at a meal 

With all ER ſoul ;—the jade, ſo wondrous ſaving, 
Cries, Off! you noware at your own beard-ſhaving.“ 


Soto ſome K -- « 8. this evil doth beloog y—— 

Thü intelligence is good, I make. no doubt; 

Who really love their offspring wlien they're young, 

But Iofe that fond affection when they're ſtout; 
Far off they fend them—nor a ſix-pence give: 

1 wonder, TON s where ſuch M hs live 1 
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Should 
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Should ſuch a M- 88 1 -h, Twomas, croſs thy way, 
And for thy flatt'ry offer butts of ſack ; 
Say plainly that he would diſgrace thy lay; 
And turning on him thy poetic back, 
Bid, like a porcupine, thine anger briſtle ; 
Nor damn thy precious ſoul to wet thy whiſtle. 


CONCLUSION. 


THINK not, friend Tom, I envy thee thy rhyme, 
By numbers, I aſſure thee, deem'd ſublime ; 
Or that thy Laureat's place my ſpleen provokes : 
The King (good man!) and I ſhould never quarrel, 
E'en though his royal wiſdom gave the laurel 
To Mr. Tou-A-SriL ES, or Johx-A-Nokks. 


Old. faſhion'd, as if tutor 'd in the ark, 
I never ſigh'd for glory's high degrees: 
This very inſtant ſhould our Grand Monarque 
Say, PETER, be my Laureat, if you pleaſe ;” 


% No, pleaſe your Majeſty, ſhould be my anſwer, 
With ſweeteſt diffidence and modeſt grace: - 

«© The office ſuits a more ingenious man, Sir ! 
% In God's name, therefore, let him have the place: 

« Unlike 


” PETER PINDAR, ESQ. : $7 
« Unlike the poets, tis my vaſt affliction 
© To be a miſerable hand at Action. 
te But, Sir, I'll find fans lyric undertaker, E 


« Acroſtic, rebus, or conundrum- maker, 

« Who oft hath rode on Pegaſus ſo fiery, | 
© And won the ſweepſtakes in the Lavy's Diany; 
«© Such, SIRE, in poetry ſhall hitch your name, 
And do ſutficient juſtice to your fame.“ 
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ODE UPON ODE. 


2 


Principibus placuiſſe viris non ultima laus eſt. 
„ HORACE. 
The Bazar whoſe verſe can charm the EET of Rin, 
EROS meſi extraordinary things] 


rr 


PETER NOBLY ACKNOWLEDGETH ERROR, SUSPECTETH AN 


INTERFERING DEVIL, AND SUPPLICATETH HIS READER=— 
KE BOASTETH, WITTILY PARODIE TH, AND MOST LEARNs 
EDLY QUOTETH A LATIN POET=—HE SHEWETH MUCH 
AFFECTION rox KINGS, ILLUSTRATING IT BY A BEAU= 
TIFUL SiMILE—PETER AGAIN WAXETH WITTY=—RE50- 
LUTION DECLARED FOR BHYME, IN CONSEQUENCE OP 
ENCOURAGEMENT FROM OUR TWO UNIVERSITIES—PETER 
WICKEDLY ACCUSED OF KING=-ROASTING; REFUTETH THE 
MALEYVOLENT CHARGE BY A MOST APT ILLUSTRATION—= 
PETERCRITICISETH THE BLUNDERS OF THE STARS—PETER 
REPLYETH TO THE CHARGES BROUGHT AGAINST HIM BY 


THE WORBLD=—HE DISPLAYETH GREAT BIBLE KNOWLEDCE, 
| AN 
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AND MAKETH A SHREWD OBSERVATION ON” KING Davio, 
URIAH, AND THE SHEEP, SUCH AS NO COMMENTATOR 
EVER MADE BEFORE—PETER CHALLENGETH COURTIERS 
ro EQUAL Hs INTREPIDITY), AND PROVETH HIS SUPERI- 
ORITY OF COURAGE BY GIVING A DELECTABLE TALE OF 
DUMPLINGS —PETER ANSWERETH THE UNBELIEF OF A 
VOCIFEROUS WORLD—DECLARETH TOTIS VIRIBUS LOVE 
FOR KINGS—FETER PEEPETH INTO FUTURITY, AND 
TELLETH THE FORTUNE OF THE PRINCE OF WALES— 
HE DESCANTETH ON THE - HIGH PROVINCE OF ANCIENT 
POETS, AND DISPLAYETH CLASSICAL ERUDITION—PETER 
' HOLDETH CONFERENCE WITH A QUAKER—PETER, AS 
USUAL, TURNETH RANK EGOTIST=—=HE TELLETH STRANGE 
NEWS RELATING TO MAJESTY AND PEPPER ARDEN=— 
PETER APOLOGISETH FOR IMPUDENCE BY A TALE or A 
FRENCH KING — PETER, IMITATING OVID, WHO WAS 
TRANSPORTED FOR HIS IMPUDENT BALLADS, TALKETH 
ro HIS. ODE——SUGGESTETH A ROYAL ANSWER TO ODE AND 
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ODE-FACTORS—RAPPILY SELECTETH A STORY OF KING 
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caN UTE, ILLUST RATING THE DANGER OF STOPPING THE 1 

MOUTHS OF POETS WITH HALTERS, &C. INSTEAD OP | 15 

MEAT— PETER CONCLUDETH WITH A WISE OBSERVA= 1 

| TION, | | | | 7 : . 
| 1 72 
RrapeR, I ſolemnly proteſt bib 
: I thought that I had work'd up all my rhyme ! 5 
5 What ſtupid demon hath my brain poſſeſs'd ? _ 75 
: I prithee pardon me this time: 4 

; BB Afford thy patience through more Ode; = 

r, "1s not a vaſt extent of road: = 4 " 

: a Together | 0 
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Together let us gallop then along: 


Moſt nimbly ſhall old Pegaſus, my hack, ſtir, 


To drop the image—prithee hear more ſong, 
Some, c more loft evords of Mr. Baxter.' 


A wondrous fav'rite with the tuneful throng, : 


| Sublimely great are PETER's pow'rs of ſong : 


His nerve of fatire, too, ſo very tough, \ 


Strong without weakneſs, without ſoftneſs rough. 


What Horacs ſaid of fireams in eaſy lay 


„% LABITUR ET LABETUR !”? 


f 


WORLD! ſtop thy mouth am reſolv'd to rhyme 


I cannot throw away a vein ſublime : 
Tf I may take the liberty to brag, 

I cannot, like the fellow in the Bible, 

Venting upon his maſter a rank libel, 
Conceal my talent in a rag. 


| Kings muſt continue {ſill to be my theme ( 


Eternally of Kings I dream: 


* 


The marv'ling world of PzTER's tongue may lay; ; 
Hts tongue ſo copious, in a flux of metre, 


As 
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As beggars ev'ry night, we muſt ſuppoſe, 
Dream of their vermin, in their beds; 

| Becauſe, as ev'ry body knows, | 

Such things are always running in their heads. 


Peliden=anere I to write of common folks, 

No ſoul would buy my rhymes ſo ſtrange, and jokes: 
Then what becomes of mutton, beef, and pork —— 
How would my maiticating muſcles work? 


Indeed, I dare not ſay they would be idle, 
But, like my Pegaſus's chops ſo ſtout, 

Who plays and wantons with his bridle, 
And * flings the foam about: 


"= 
80 1118 3 work—* On what! 55 my reader cries, 


With a ftretch'd pair of unbelieving eyes 
Heav'n help thy moſt unpenetrating wit! 
On a Hard morſel—HuxGes” s iron bit. 


By all the rhyming gade eſſes and gods, 
Iwill I muft perſiff | Odes-—— 
And not a power on earth ſhall hinder 
L hear both * Univerfities exclaim, 
„PETER, it is a glorious road to fame 
% Euge Pocta magn.— well aid, PrNApR!“ 


The violence of the Vniverſities, on this occaſion, may 
probably ariſe from the contempt thrown on them by his Ma- 
jeſty's ſending the royal children to Gottengen for education. 
But have not their Majeſties amply made it up to Oxford by a 
viſit to that celebrated ſ ſeminary—and1 is not Cambridge to receive 


3 


\s the ſame honour | p : | 1 
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Vet ſome approach with apeſtolic face, 
And cry, O PzrTzR, what a want of grave 
% Thus in thy rhyme to roaſt a King 1”? 
I roaſt a King! by heav'ns tis not a fact 
J ſcorn ſuch wicked and diſſoyal act 
Who dares aſſert it, ſays a fland'rous thing. 


| Hear what I have to ſay of Kings 
If, unſublime, they deal in childiſh things, 
- And yield nct, of reform, a ray of hope; 
Each mighty Monarch ſtraight appears to me 
A roaſter of himſelf—Felo de ſe—— 
I only act as cook, and d/o him up. 


Reader! another ſmile as rare 

My verſes form a ſort of bill of fare, 
Informing gueſts what kind of fleſh and fiſh 

Is to be found within each diſh; 

'Fhat eating people may not be miſtaken, 
A bacon. 


And take, for ortolan, a lump 


Whenever L have 3 Dy: kings | 
Who place in goſſippings, and news, their weade, | 
And knowing family, concerns—mean, things! | 
Very judiciouſly, indeed, Lye cry 'd, 
„ J wonder 
10 How 85 blind ſtars could Sg fo el. a blunder! 85 


Inſtead of fitting on a throne 
In purple rich—of ſtate ſo fall, 
„They ſhould have had an apron on, 
„ Aud, ſeated on a three - legg'd ſtool, 
| ; * FI Com- * 
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EY, Commented of dad JE the ſprigs 
60 To do their duty upon Wigs. : 


« By ſuch iniftites; is Nature often foil'd: 
Such improprieties ſhould never ſpring 
« 'Thus a ſine chattering barber may be ſpoil d, 
P moſt indiff rent King.“ 


6 Sir, Sir, {1 hour the world cada 

« At too high game you impudently aim 
% How dare you, with your jokes and gibes, 
„Tread, Ike a horſe, on kingly kibes? 


Folks, who can't 2 their errors, can't reform © 
= No plainer axiom ever came from man; 

” | And *tis a Chriſtian's duty, in a form, 

To fave his ſinking neighbour, if he can: 
Thus 7 to Kings my Ode of Wifdom pen, 
Becauſe your Kings have fouls like common men. 
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The Bible warrants me to ſpeak the truth 
Nor mealy-moutl my tongue in filence keep : . 

Did not good NATHAN tell that buckiſh youth, 

Davin the Kins, that he ſtole ſheep? | 
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Stole poor Unian's little fav rite lamb— 

An ewe it chanc'd to be, and not a ram 
For had it been a ram, the royal glutton 

Had never meddled with URIAn's mutton, 


5 What modern Courtier, pray, hoth got the face- bo 
To ſay to Majeſty, © O King! | 
— : | 86 2 e C Aft- 
. Ss. 5 a © | ” 
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« At ſuch a time, in ſuch a place, 

« You did a very fooliſh thing!“ | 
What Courtier, not a foe to his own glory, 
Would publiſh of his King this ſimple ſtory-?— 


THE 


APPLE DHA SS 


— 


AND 


A KING. 


ONCE. on a time, a 3 tir 4 with hooping, 2 
Whipping and ſpurring. | 


Happy in worrying 
A. poor defenceleſs, harmleſs hk 
(The horſe and rider wet as muck 3 
From his high conſequence and wiſdom ſtooping, 
Enter'd, through curioſity, a cot, | 
Where fat a poor old woman and her pot. 


The wrinkled, blear-ey'd, good, old granny, 
In this ſame cot, illum'd by many a cranny, 
Had finiſh'd apple dumplings for her pot: 
In tempting row the naked dumplings lay, 
When, lo! the Monarch, in his uſual way, 
Like lightning ſpoke, © What's tas & what's this? 


6 what! 2 what! "63 
„5 
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Then taking up a dumpling in his hand, 
HFis eyes with admiration did expand 


y 


And oft did Majeſty the dumpling grapple : - 
« *Tis monſtrous, monſtrous hard indeed,” he cry'd: 
What makes it, pray, ſo hard:“ The Dame reply d, 
Low curtſying, . Pleaſe Your Majeſty, the apple.“ 


“Very aſtoniſhing indeed !—ftrange thing i”? 
(Turning the dumpling round, rejoin'd the King.) 
* Tis moſt extraordinary then, all this ig— 
It beats Pinetti's conjuring all to pieces 
Strange I ſhould never of a dumpling dream 
« But, Goody, tellme where, where, where sthe ſeam!” 5 


Sir, there's no ſeam (quoth he) ; T never knew 
That folks did apple dumplings ec — 

« No! ery'd the ftaring Monarch with a-grin). 
“How, how the devil got the apple 1 in? 


On which the Dame the curious ſcheme reveal'd 
By which the apple lay ſo fly conceal'd, _— 
Which made the Solomon of Britain ſtart! _ _. 
Who to the Palace with: full ſpeed repair'd, - 
And Queen, and Princeſſes ſo beauteous, ſcar d, 
All with the wonders of the Dumpling art! 
There did he labour one whole week, to ſhow. > 
The wiſdom of ApPIE-Duurlixe Max ;; . 
And lo! ſo deep was Majeſty in dough, 
The Palace ſeem d the lodging of a BAKER. 
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READER, thou likeſt not my tale—look'ft blues 


Princes and Princeſſes I like, fo loyal. 


be ſweet Auguſta, and f. 


THE WORKS OF © 


— 


EO EY 3 


m PREY 


= 1 8 1 * 


Thou art a Courtier—roareft ! Lies, Lies, Lies!” 
Do, for a moment, ſtop thy eries 


1 tell thee, _— infidel, tis true. 


Why ſhould it not 


true The greate/t men 


May afk a fooliſh queſtion now and then 


This is the language of all ages: 


Folly lays many a trap—we can't eſcape it: 


Nemo (ſays ſome one) omnibus Boris ſapit : 
Then why not Kings, like me and other ſages? > 


Far from defpifing Kings, I like the breed, 


Provided King-lite they behave : | 
Kings are not an inſtrument we need, 
Juſt as we razors want—to ſhave ; 


To keep the State's face ſmooth—give it an air—— 
Like my Lord North's, ſo jolly, round, and fair. 


My ſenſe of Kings though freely I impart— | 
T hate not royalty, Heav'n knows my heart. 


Great Grorex's children are my great delight; 
et Princeſs Royal, 
Obtain my love by day, and pray 'rs by night. 
Les! I like Kings—and oft Took back with pride 
Upon the Edwards, Harrys of our iſſe——— 
Great ſouls ! in virtue as in valour try'd, 
I actions bid a cheek of Britons ſmile. . 
Muſe! 


4 
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Muſe ! let us alſo forward look, 
And take a peep into Fate's book. 


| Behold ! the ſceptre young AveusTus ſways; 
3 hear the mingled COP of * riſe; 3 


Bright in the Sight annals of renown, 
Behold fair Fame his youthful temples crown 
With laurels of unfading bloom; 
Behold Dowrxion ſwell beneath his care 
And GENIUS, riſing from a dark ny 
Ei long-extinguiſh'd fires relume. 


Such are the Kings that ſuit my taſte, I o 
Not thoſe where all the Hittlenefſes join 
Whoſe fouls ſhould ſtart to find their lot a throne, 
And bluſh to ſhow their noſes on a coin. 


Reader, for fear of wicked applications, 
I now allude to Kings of foreign nations, 

Poets (ſo untmpeach'd tradition ſays ) 
The fole hiſtorians were of ancient days, 
Wæo help'd their heroes FHs high hill to clamber; .* 

Penning their glorious acts in language ſtrong, | 
And thus preſerving, by immortal ſong, 
Their names amidſt their tuneful amber, 


What. am 7 doing ? Lord! the very Cube 


Preſerving many a deed deſerving Fame, 
| | | Which 


. . ˙ ˙il!l. m A A ¼—. ¾—9t⅛.3ñłñßf!:K has war . 
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Which that old ln, devouring mark call'd Tir 8 
Would, without ceremony, eat; E 
In my opinion, far too rich a treat — 

I therefore merit ſtatues for my rhyme. 


« All this is Mble, (a Quaker cries,) 
« But let gra Wiſdon, Friend, thy verſes rule; 3 


Za Deſpiſe thy grinning monkey, RIDICULE,” 


What ! ſight my ſportive monkey RIDICULE, 
Who acts hke birch on boys at ſchool, DO 
ing leſſons—truant, perhaps, whole weeks | 
My RIDICULE, with humour fraught, and wit, 
Is that ſatiric friend, a gouty fit, | 
Which bites men into health and roſy checks : 


A. moral Mercury that cleanſeth ſouls 


Of ills that with them play the devil 
Like mercury that much the pow'r controls 
Of preſents gain'd from ladies over civil. 


| Reader, I'll brag a little, if you pleaſe; . 


The ancients did ſo, therefore why not 7 ? 
Lo! for my good ad 2 I aſk no-fees, 
_ Whilſt other Doctors let their patients die; 


That is, ſuch patients as can't pay for are. 
A very ſelfiſh, wicked thing, I'm ſure. : 


Now though, I'm ſoul phyſician to the King, 
I never begg'd of him the ſmalleſt thing 5 
4 . 5 For 


1 
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For all the threſhing! of. my virtuous brains; ; 

Nay, were I my poor pocket's ſtate t "impart, 

So well I know my royal patient's heart, | 
He would net give me two-pence for my pains. 


But hark Folks ſay the King is F 


mad 


The news, if true, indeed, we fad, 


And far too ſerious an affair to mock it 
Yet how can this agree with what I've heard, 
That ſo much by him are my rhymes rever d — 

He goes a hunting with them 1 in his pocket 7 


v3 


And when thrown out—whicli often is the caſe, 
(In bacon hunting, or of bucks the race) 
My verſe ſo much His Majeſty bewitches, 


That out he pulls my honour'd Odes, 


And reads them on the turnpike road 
Now under trees and e in ditches. 


Hark ! . a ſound I kw 8 
That ſtrikes tremendous on my ear; | 
It ſays; Great Arden, commonly call'd r 

Of mighty George's thunderpolts the keeper, 


Juſt like of Jupiter the. famsüs eagle, 


Is order'd out to hunt me like a beagle 


But, eagle Pepper, give my love | N 
Unto thy lofty maſter, Mr. JOVE, *® 


And aſk how it can ſquare with his religion, 


To bid thee, without mercy, fall on, 
. N With 


1 * 


n : - s 
„ 


The Pnemen op'd his gullet like a ſhark, 


- * — = 
. Re 


With thy ſhort e denk, and; iron 8 8 
A pretty, little, harmleſs, cooing Pigeon? 


. BY heav'ns, T diſbelieve the fact 
A Monarch cannot ſo * act?! + 


Suppoſe that Kings, ſo rich, are always amping, 
Praying and preſſing Minifters for money; 


Bidding them on our hive (poor bees!) be thumpi ing, 


Trying to ſhake out all our honey; ; 


A thing that oft hath happen'd in our ile. 
Pray, ſhan't we be lllow'd to ſmile ? 
To cut a joke, or epigram contrive, 

By way of folace for our plunder'd hive 4 


A King of France, (I've loſt the Monarch's pam) | 
Who avaricious got himſelf bad fame, 
By moſt unmannerly and thieviſh plunges N 
Into his ſubjects purſes, l 
A deep manzuvre that obtain'd their curſes, 
Becauſe it treated gentlefolks like ſpunges. 


To ſhow how much they reliſh'd not ſuch ſqueezing : 


Such goods and chattel-ſeizing, 

They publiſh'd libels to diſplay their hate, 
To comfort, in ſome ſort, their ſouls, 
For ſuch a number cf large holes 
Eat by this Royal Rat in each eſtate. 


1 


To hear ſuck ſatires on the Grand Monarque, 


PETER PINDAR, ES9. 71 
— D : 
And roar'd “ Meſſieurs, you ſoon ſhall feel 

« My criticiſm pon your ballads, 
Not to your taſte fo ſweet as frogs and C:llads, 


« A ſtricture critical yelep' d BASTILE.“ 


But firſt he told the tidings to the King, 

Then ſwore par Dieu that he would quickly bring 
Unto the grinding ſtone their noſes doun 

No, not a ſoul of em ſhould ever thrive; 

He'd flay them, like St. BAR TLEMEw, n 
Villains! for daring to unſulye Crown. 


The Monarch heard Monſieur le PREMIER out, 
And, ſmiling on his loyalty ſo ſtout, 

Replied, . Monſieur le PREMIER, you are wrong 
Don't of the pleaſure let them be debarr'd - 
« You know how we have ſerv'd *em—faith tis hard 
„They ſhould not for their money have a ſong.” | 


_— 
ha 


Ovip, ſweet ſtory- teller of old times, | 
Unluckily tranſported for his rhymes, 
Addreſs'd his book before he bade it walk; 
Therefore my Worſhip, and my Ode, 
In imitation of ſuch claſſic mode, 
May, like two Indian nations, have a Tall. 


„ 


<« Dear Ode! whoſe verſe the true ſublime affords, 

* Go, viſit Kings, Queens, Paraſites, and Lords; 

And if thy modeſt beauties they adore, 
„Inform n they ſhall ſpeedily have Wy : 
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But poſſibly a mighty King may ſay, 

Ode! Ode!—What? What? I hate your rhyme 
I'd rather hear a jackaſs bray: [haranguing 
I never knew a poet Forth the hanging. 


« T hate, abhor them—but I'll clip their wings; 
* L' teach the ſaucy knaves to laugh at Kings: 
« Yes; yes, the rhyming rogues, their ſongs ſhall rue, 
« ragged, bold-fac'd, ballad-finging crew, 
«.Yes, yes, the poets ſhall my pow'r conſeſs ; 

« 7'1l maul that ning devil call'd the Preſs,” 


If Fabboos thus ele a King of glory, 
Tell him, O gentle Muſe, this pithy ſtory: 


KING CANUTE 
| AND 
HIS NOBLES. 
A TALE. 


CANUTE was by V nobles n to faney, 
That by a kind of royal necromancy, 

He had the pow'r Old Ocean to control— 
Down rufh'd the Royal Dane upon the ſtrand. 
And iſſued, like a Solomon, command 


Poor l t 


Go 
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« Go back, ye waves, you bluſt ring rogues,” quoth he, 
« Touch not your Lord and Maſter, SEA, 

« For by my power almighty, if you do 
Then ſtaring vengeance — out he held a ſtick, 
Vowing to drive Old Ocean to Old Nick, 

Should he ev'n wet the latchet of his ſhoe. 


The Sea retir 1 Monarch fierce ruſh'd on, 
And look'd as if he'd drive him from the land— 


But SEA not caring to be put upon, 


Made for a moment a bold ſtand: 
1 N i ; 


Not only make” a land did Mr. Ocrax, 


But to his honeſt waves he made a motion, 


And bid them give the King a hearty trimming 2 


The orders feem'd a deal the waves to tickle, 


For ſoon they put His Majeſty i in pickle; 


And ſat his Royalties, like geeſe, a ſwimming. 


All hands aloft, with one tremendous roar, 

Soon did they make him with himſelf on ſhore ; 
His head and ears moſt handſomely they dous'd— 

Juſt like a porpoiſe, with one general ſhout, 


The waves To tumbled the poor King about | 


No Anabaptiſt eber was half fo ſous? d. 


At length to land hs a a. a balf⸗ drew d thing, 


Indeed more like a crab than like a King, 

And found his Courtiers making rueful faces: 
But What ſaid Canute to the Lords and Gentry, 
Who hail'd him from the water, on his entry, - 

All trembling for their lives or places ? 
vol. th, H wo 
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i” « My Lords _ en dee bs your advice, 

« I ve had with Mr. Sza a pretty buſtle ; 
« My treatment from my foe not over nice, 
4 Juſt made a jeſt for ev'ry ſhrimp and muſcle: 


— — 
2 


«A pretty trick for one of my dominion ! 
« My Lords, I thank you for your great opinion, 


You'll tell me, p'rhaps, I've only loſt one game, 
46 And bid me try another—for the rubber — 
* Permit me to inform you all, with ſhame, 
« That you're a ſet of knaves, and I'm a lubber.” 


* 


Such is the ſtory, my dear Ode, 
Which thou wilt bear —a ſacred load! 
et, much I fear, 'twill be of no great uſe : 
Kings are in general obſtinate as mules; 
Thoſe who ſurround them, moſtly rogues and fools, 
And therefore can no benefit produce. 


Vet ſtories, ſentences, and golden rules, 
Undoubtedly were made for rogues and fools; 
But this unluckihy the ſimple ſact 1s; 
Thoſe rogues and Tools do nothing but adnire, 
And all ſo dev liſh modeſt, don't defire 
The glory of reducing them to practice. 
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CUE PROGRESS OF CURIOSITY; 


Inſtructions to a Celebrated Lauregt 3 
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Mr. 1 TBREADs B REH OE. 


$i: tranſit Gloria Mundi ! -——Or.v Sux-DiaLs, 
From Houſe of Buckingham, in Grand Parade, Ss. 
To Whitbread s Zrewhoyſe mov'd the Cavalcade! 
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To M. ſoon as e'er thou frik'ft thy golden _ 
Thy brother Peter's Muſe is all on fire, 
To ſing, of Kings and Queens, and ſuch rare folk 1 
Yet, *midſt thy heap of compliments ſo fine, 

Say, may we venture io believe a lin? 


Vou Oxford wits moſt dearly. love a joke. 4 
n 3 
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Son of the NIxx, thou writeſt well on nought 
Thy thund'ring ſtanza, and its pompous thought, 
I think, muſt put a dog into a laugh: 
Epwanp and Harry were much braver men 
Than this new chriſten'd hero of thy pen; 
Ves, laurell'd OpEMAN, braver far by half; 
Tho' on Blackheath and Wimbledon's wide plain, 
GEORGE keeps his hat off in a ſhow'r of rain 
Sees ſwords and bayonets without a dread, | 
Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head : 


Although at grand reviews he ſeems fo bleſt, 
And Laves at fix o'clock his downy melt,” 


Dead to the charms of blanket, wife, and bolſter ; D 


Unlike his officers, who, fond of cramming, 
And at reviews afraid of thirſt and famine, 
With bread and cheeſe and brandy fill their bolſters. 


8 Tom, we ſhould do juſtice to Queen Beſs: 

His preſent Majeſty, whom Heay'n long bleſs 

With wiſdom, wit, and arts of choiceſt quality. 
Will never get, I fear, ſo fine a niche 
As that old queen, thoꝰ often call'd old b— ch, 

In Fame's coloſſal houſe of immortality. 

As for John Dryden's Charles that King : 

Indeed was never any mighty thing—— 

He merited few honours from the pen 0 
A yet he was a dev'liſh hearty fellow, 
Enjoy'd his girl and bottle, and got mellow, 

And mind—kept company” with GENTLEMEN : 

FW 
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For, like ſome kings, in hobby grooms, 

Knights of the manger, curry-combs, and brooms, 

Loſt to all glory, Charles did not delight 
Nor jok d by day with pages, ſervant maids, 
Large, red-poll d, blouzy, hard two-handed jades: 

Indeed I know not what Charles did by. igt. 


Thomas, I am of candour a great lover; 

In ſhort Im candour's ſelf all over; 

Sweet as a candied cake from top to toe; 
Make it a rule that Virtue ſhall be prais'd, 
And humble Merit from her bum be rais'd : 

What thinkeſt thou of Peter now? 


Thou crieſt, „Oh! how falſe ! behold thy King, 
Of whom thou ſcarcely ſay'ſt a handſome thing; 
i« That King has virtues that ſhould make thee ſtare.” 
Is it ſo ?—Then the fin's in me 
Tis my vile optics that can't ſee— 
Then pray for them, when next thou ſay ſt a pray'r. 


But, p'rhaps, aloft on his imperial throne, 
So diſtant, O ye gods! from ev'ry one; 
The royal virtues are, like many a ſtar *, 
From this our pigmy ſyſtem rather far ; 
Whoſe light, tho' flying ever ſince creations 
Has not yet pitch'd upon our nation. 


* Such was che ſublime A of the Dutch aſtronomer 


Huygens, | Te; | 
” | Then 
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Then may the royal ray be ſoon explor'd—— 
And, Thomas, if thou It ſwear thou art humming, 
I ll take my ſpying-glaſs, and bring thee word 
The inſtant I behold it coming. 
But, Thomas Warton, without joking, 
Art thou, or art thou not, thy Sov'reign ſmoking ; 


How can't thou ſerionſly declare, 
That George the 'Third 
With Creſſy's Edward can compare, | 
Or Harry . Ls too bad upon my word : 
George is a clever King, 1 needs muſt OWN, 
And cuts a jolly figure on the throne, 


Now thou a |, © G—d rot it! Peter, pray, 
What to the devil ſhall I ſing or ſay ? 


I'll ten thee what to fy; O tuneful Tom — 
Sing how a monarch, when his ſon was dying, 

1 His gracious eyes and ears was edifying | 

ſ! By Abbey company and kettle drum: 1 
| 


it Leaving that ſon to death and the phyſician, 
1 Between two fires——a forlorn hope condition ; ; 
187 Io poachers, who make man their game, = 
Wt | And, PAY ee teldom miſs. their aim. 7 
=_ 

wb | if 
* | 5 tho the Monarch did not fee his ſon, A 
=_ 7 le kept aloof through fatherly affection- | 

1 [= Determin d nothing ſhould be done | 

Wi | 3 bring on uiclels tears and 3 recolle&tion 

1 W Fer 

"i . 


n. 
Fer 


| Saris I'll teach thee how to bete cl 1 
Thus ſhall thy labours viſit Fame's abode, 


— 
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For what can tears avail and piteous ſighs? 


Death heeds not howls nor dripping eyes: 


And what are fighs and tears but wind and watery 
That ſhow the leakyneſs of feeble nature ! 


Tom, with my ſimile thou wilt not quarrel : 
Like air and any ſort of drink, : 
Whizzing and oozing through each chink, _# 


That proves the weakneſs of the barrcl. 


Say—for the Pnixcz, when wet was ev'ry eye, 

And thouſands pour'd to Hear n the pitying ſigh 

| Devout ; 

day how a KinG, unable to diſſemble, 

Order'd Dame S1pDons to his houſe, and KEMPLE, 
To fpout :- . 


Gave them i ice creams and wines, fo dear! 


Denied till then a thimblefull of beer: 
For which they've thank d the author of this metre, 
Videlicet, the moral- mender, Peter, | | 
Who, in his OpE on Ops, did dare exclaim, 
And call fuch royal avarice, a ſhame. | 


* 


In company with my immortal lay ; 


Aud look, Tom—thus I fire away=—" " 2 
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BIRT H. DAY ODE. 


. day, this very day, gave birth. 
Not to the brighteſt monarch upon earth, 
Becauſe there are ſome brighter and as big | 

Who loves the arts that man exalt to heaven 
George loves them alſo when they're givin 
To four-legg'd gentry, chriſten'd dog and pig *, 
Whoſe deeds in this our wonder-hunting nation 
Prove what a charming thing is education, | 


Full of the art of brewing beer, 
The Monarch heard of Mr. Whitbread's fits 
Quoth he unto the Queen, © My dear, my dear, 
&« Whitbread hath got a marvellous great name; 


« CrHaRrLY,wemuſt, muſt, muſt ſee Whitbread brew— 
4, Rich as us, Charly, richer than a Jew : 


Shame, ſhame, we have not yet his brewhouſe ſeen.” 


Thus ſweetly ſaid the King unto the Queen! 
Ned hot with novelty's delightful rage, 


To Mr. Whitbread forth he ſent a page, 
To ſay that Majeſty propos d to view, 
With thirſt of knowledge deep inflam'd, 
His vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogſheads fam 4 
And learn the noble ſecret how to brew. 


he dancing dogs and wiſe pig have formed a conſiderable 
m”—_ of the —_ amuſcment. 
Of 
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Ok ſuch undreamt of honour proud, 
Moſt rev'rently the Brewer bow'd ; 


So humbly (ſo the humble ſtory goes) 
He touch'd e'en terra firma with his noſe; 
Then ſaid unto the page, hight Billy Ramus, 


« Happy are we that our great King ſhould name us, 


« Ag worthy unto Majeſty to ſhew, 


How we poor Chiſwell people brew.” 


Away ſprung Billy Ramus quick as thought: 
To Majeſty the welcome tidings brought”: 
How Whitbread ſtaring ſtood like any ſtake, 


And trembled——then the civil things he ſaid —— 


On which the King did {mile and nod his head; 
For Monarchs like to ſee their ſubje&s quake ; 


Such horrors unto Kings moſt pleaſant are, 
Proclaiming rev'rence and humility - 

High thoughts too all thoſe ſhaking fits declare 
Of kingly grandeur and great capability 


People of worlip, wealth, and 1 0 


Look on the humbler ſons of earth, 
Indeed in a moſt humble light, God knows! 


| High ſtations are like Dover's tow'ring cliffs, 


Where ſhips below appear like little ciffs, | 
'The people walking on the ſtrand, like Crows, 


Muſe, ſing the ſtir that Mr. Whitbread made; ; 
Poor gentleman ! ! moſt terribly afraid ; 


He © 
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He ſhould not charm es his gueſts divine: 
He gave his maids new aprons, gowns, and ſmocks; 
And lo! two hundred pounds were ſpent in frocks, 


To make'th* apprentices and ee fine: 


Buſy as end in a field of clown; 

Dogs, cats, and chairs, and ſtools were 3 Over, 
Amidſt the Whitbread rout of preparation 

To treat the lofty Ruler of the nation. 

Now mov'd King, — and Princeſſes ſo grand, 
To viſit the firſt brewer in the land g- 
Who ſometimes ſwills his beer and grinds his meat 


In a ſnug corner chriſten'd Chiſwell Street; 


But oft' ner, charm'd with faſhionable air, 


Amidſt the gaudy Great of Portman- Square. 


Lord Ayleſbury, and Denbigh's Lord al/s, 
His Grace the Duke of Montague /itewi/e, 


With Lady Harcourt, join'd the raree ſhow, 


And fix d all Smithfield's marv ling eyes 
For, lo ! a greater ſhow ne er grac'd thoſe quarters, 
Since Mary roaſted, juſt hke crabs, the marty = 


Artis d, the King broad grinn'd, and gave a nod 


To Mr. Whitbread, who, had God 


Come with his angels to behold his beer, 
With more reſpect he never could have met 
Indeed the man was in a fWweatt. 


So much the Brewer did * revere. 
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As made my pericranium ake 


— ——— o 


- PETER PINDAR, rod. 7 


2 — 


— 
. 


Her Majeſty contriv'd to make a 1 


Light as a feather then the King did ſkip, 


And aſk'd a thouſand queſtions, with a laugh, 
Before poor Whitbread comprehended half. 


Reader! my Ode ſhould have a ſimile— 
Well! in Jamaica, on a tam'rind tree, | 

Five hundred parrots, gabbling juſt like Jews, 
I've ſeen—ſuch noiſe the feather'd imps did make 


Aſking and telling parrot news: 


Thus was the brewhouſe fill'd with gabbling noiſe, 
Whilſt draymen, and the brewer's boys, | 
 Devour'd the queſtions that the King did aſk : 


In diff rent parties were they ſtaring ſeen, 
Wond'ring to think they ſaw a King and Queen : : 
Behind a tub were ſome, and ſome behind a caſk, 


Some draymen forc'd themſelves (a pretty luncheon} 


Into the mouth of many a gaping puncheon; | 
And through the bung-hole wink'd, with curious eye, 


To view, and be aſſur'd what ſort of things 
Were Princeſſes, and Queens, and Kings; 


For whoſe molt lofty ſtation thouſands figh ! 


And! of all the gaping puncheon clan, 
Few were the 1 5 that had not got a man ! 


Now Majeſty i into a pump 58 deep 


Did with an opera glaſs of Dees Peep, 
vor. 11, | | 1 Ee Examining 


* f 


N 
8 
; 
| 
| 


— 


j 
* 1 
i * 9 
1129 
1 
pk 
«©, 
T3" 
* — « 
1 
* 
5 
1 
n= 
* * 

1 23 * by 
i 
*s 2 
* 1 

1 
1 
7 
3 
* 
_ 
| 
A [4 
- 
'> 
„ 
LY 
: 5: 
" By 
| 

. 
; By 
3 

LY 1 


- - 
rr = Rs 
ae, eats — J - = , : al n CEE l N 
— — : * TI > as ETSY So ek CO LE eee e I Een 
— w — — * * 23 —— 


— 


2 


+#: 


. 4 44 
2 1 
= 
_— 
1 [ 
. 
13 
* 7 7 
. ” 
. 
24 
25 
* 
, #1364 2 
7 736 4 
1 : 
1 : 
* 2d 1 C 
44 4 
2 
1 
47 N 
1 ' 
z W757 
Fae +! 
1 1 
"1, Þ 7 
* 4 2 5 
5 ö 
14 
f 
134 
' $3 
4+ 
7 


2 


Peep e into a marrow-bone, 


And now his ond My did ſtoop 
'To count the nails on ev'ry hoop : | — 
And lo! no fingle thing came in his way, 


80 quick the words too, when his deign'd to ſpeak, 
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Examining with care each wond'rous matter 


That brought up water 
Thus have I feen a magpie in the ſtreet, 
A chatt'ring bird we often meet, 
A bird for curioſity well known, Fa, 
With head awry, 


And cunning eye, 


That full of deep reſearch, he did not ſay, 
„ What's this? he he? what's chat! 2 what's this of 
what's that? | 


As if each ſylable would break its neck. 


Thus, to the wad of great whilſt others crawl, 
Our ſovereign peeps into the world of ſinall. 


Thus microſcopic geniuſes explore 

Things that too oft provoke the public ſcorn z 
Yet ſwell of uſeful knowledges the ftore, 

By finding ſyſtems in a pepper- corn. 


Now Mr. Whitbread, ſerious did declare, 
10 make the Majeſty of England ſtare, 
That he had butts enough, he knew, 
Plac'd fide by fide, to reach along to Kew: 
R | 


On 
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On which the King with wonder rwiftly cry'd, 
«© What if they reach to Kew then, fide by ide, | 

« What would they do, what, what, plac'd end 

| « to.end?” | 

To whom, with knitted calculating hows 
The Man of Beer moſt ſolemnly did vow, 
Almoſt to Windſor that they would extend 
On which the King, with wond'ring mien, 
Repeated it unto the wond'ring Queen: 
On which, quick turning round his halter d head, 
The Brewer's horſe with face aſtoniſſi'd neigh'd; 
The Brewer's dog too pour'd a note of thunder, 
Rattled his chain, and wagg'd his tail for wonder. 


Now did the King for other beers enquire, 
For Calvert's, Jordan's, 'Thrale's entire 
And, after talking of theſe diff'rent beers, 
 Aſk'd Whitbread if his porter equall'd theirs ? 


This was a puzzling diſagreeing queſtion, 
Grating” like arſenic on his hoſt's digeſtion z 
A kind of queſtion to the Man of Caſk 
That not ev'n Solomon himſelf would aſk. 


Now Majeſty alive to knowledge, took 

A very pretty memorandum book, 
With gilded leave of afles' ſkin ſo white, = * 
And in it legibly began to write 
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Memorandum. 


A charming place beneath the grates 
For roaſting cheſnuts or potates. 


Mem. © | OS 
"Tis "RA that give a bitterneſs to beer 
Hops grow in Kent, ſays I and elſewhere, 


Duere. 
Is there no » chants ſtuff? where doth it dell? 


Would not horſe aloes bitter it as well? 
: Mem. ” 


To try it TX on our ſmall beer: 
"Twill fave us ſev'ral pounds a year. 


Mem.—To remember to forget to aſs 
Old Whitbread to my houſe one. day | 


Mem. © 
Not to Gaze to take of beer the caſk, 
The Biewer offcr'd me, away. 


Now having pencill'd his remarks ſo ſhrew” 41 
Sharp as the point indeed of a new pin; 

His Majeſty his watch moſt ſagely view'd, 
And then put up his aſſes“ ſkin, 


To Whitbread now deign'd Majeſty to * 
„ Whitbread, are all your horſes fond of hoy 4 


4 Yes, pleaſe your Majeſty,” in humble notes, 


The Brewer anſwer d—60 alſo, Sir, of oats: 
6 . 
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„Another thing my horſes too maintains — 
And that, an't pleaſe your Majeſty, are grains.“ 
Grains, grains,” ſaid Majeſty, * to fill their erops? 
„Grains, grains ?—that comes from hops—yes, 
© hops, hops, hops.” ES G 


Here was the King, like hounds, bet at 1 | 
Sire, cry'd the humble Brewer, ec give n me leave 


 « Your facred Majeſty to undeceive: 
«© Grains, Sire, are never made from hops, but malt. 


6 True, ſaid the cautious « Mace: with a Galle : 


ce From malt, malt, malt—T mean malt all the while.“ 


© Ves, with the ſweeteſt bow, rejoin'd the Brewer, 
« Ar't pleaſe your Majeſty, you did, I'm ſure.” 
« Yes,” anſwer'd Majeſty, with _ reply, 


I did, I did, E did, I, I, I, I.“ 


Reader, whene'er thou doſt eſpy a noſe 

That bright with many a ruby glows ; : 

That noſe thou may ſt pronounce, nay ſafely ſwear, 
Is nurs d on fomething better than ſmall beer: 


Thus when thou findeſt Kings! in brewing wiſe— | 


Or Nat'ral Hiſt'ry holding lofty ſtation : 
Thou may*ſt conclude with marw'ling eyes, 
Such Kings have had a goodly education. 


Now did the King admire the bell ſo fine, 
That Gly alks the W all to dine: 3 * 2 
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On which the bell rung out (how very proper!) 
To ſhow it was a bell, and had a clapper. 


And now before their Sovereign's curious eye, 
Parents and children, fine, fat, hopeful ſprigs, 
All ſnuffling, ſquinting, grunting in their ſty, 
Appear d the Brewer's tribe of handſome pigs: 
On which th' obſervant Man, who filts a Throne, 
Declar'd the pigs were vaſtly like his own. f 


On which the Brewer, ſwallow'd up in joys, 

Tears and aftoniſhment in both his eyes, 

His ſoul brimful of ſentiments ſo loyal, 
Exclaim d“ O heav'ns ! and can my ſwine 
Be deem'd by Majety ſo fine? ey Croyal ?”? 


4 Heav' ns! can my pigs compare, Sire, with pigs 


To which the King aſſented with a nod. 
On which the Brewer bow'd, and ſaid, * Good ed! 25 
Then wink'd ſignificant on Miss; 
Significant of wonder and of bliſs— 
Who bridling in her chin divine, 
Croſs'd her fair hands, (a dear old maid,) 


And then her loweſt curt'ſy made 


For ſuch high honour done her Father's ſwine. 


Now did his Majeſty, ſo gracious, ſay 


To Mr. Whitbread, in his flying way, 
« Whitbread, d'ye nick th' exciſeman now and then? 


He, Whitbread, when d'ye think to leave off trade? 
% Hzx? what? Miſs Whitbread ftill a maid, a maid? 


„ What, what's the matter with the men? 
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„ D'ye hunt . hunt? No, no, you are too 23 


„ You'll be Lord May' r- Lord May'r one day 
« Yes, yes, I've heard ſo—yes, yes, ſo I'm told: 
„ Don't, don't the fine for Sheriff pay 
% T'll prick you ev'ry year man, I declare: 


« Yes, Whitbread—yes, ren Sas be Lord 


« May'r. 


5 wad d'ye keep a coach, or job one, pray? 


e Tob, job, that's e that's bel that's 
e 
« You put your liv'ries on your PER 

«© He, Whitbread 8 have feather'd well "Foe 

„ 
6 What, what's the price now, 1 of all your flock 3 
« But, Whitbread, what's o'clock, pray, what's 
o' clock?“ 


Now Whitbread inward ſaid, „May I be curs d 
If I know what to anſwer firſt ;?? 


Then ſearch'd his brains with ruminating eye 


But e'er the Man of Malt an anſwer found, 


Quick on his heel, lo! Majeſty turn'd round, 
Skipp'd off, and baulk'd the pleaſure of reply 

Kings 1n inquiſitiveneſs ſhould be ſtrong 
From curioſity doth wiſdom flow: 

For 'tis a maxim I've adopted long, 
The more a man enquires, the more he'll know. 


« 12 
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Reader, did'ſt ever ſee a witer-ſpout ?' 
Tis poſſible that thou wilt anſwer „ No.” 


Well, then, he makes a moſt infernal rout 3 


Sucks, like an elephant the waves below, 
With huge proboſcis reaching from the ſieys 


As if he meant to drink the ocean dry: 


At length, ſo full, he can't hold one drop more 
He burſts down raſh the waters, with a roar, 
On ſome poot boat, or ſloop, or brig, or ſhip, 

And almoſt ſinks the wand'rer of the deep: 


Thus have I ſeen a Monarch at reviews 


Suck from the tribe of officers the news, 


Then bear in triumph off each wwond*rous matter, 


And ſouſe it on the Queen with ſach a clatter ! 
I always would adviſe folks to aſk queſtions— | 
For truly, queſtions are the keys of knowledge: 


Soldiers who forage for the mind's digeſtions 


Cut fighres at th Old Bailey, and at College; 
Make Chancellors, Chief Juſtices, and Judges, 
E'en of the loweſt green · bag drudges. 


The ſages ſay, Dame Truth delighis to W 


Strange manfion ! in the hottom of a well 


Queſtions are then the windlaſs and the rope! 
That pull the grave old gentlewoman up: 


* D—mn Jokes, then, and unmannerly ſuggeſtions, 


Reflecting upon kings for aſking queſtions. ir 


* This alludes to the late Dr. Johnſon' 0 laugh on a Great 
Perſonage, for a laudable e in the Queen's library ſome 


mou lince, | 
| Now 
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e yes, you eat calf's head, Faw eat calf's a 5 
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Now having well employ'd his royal lungs 


On nails, hoops, ſtaves, pumps, barrels, and their bungs, 
The King and Co. ſat down to a eollation 


Of fleſh, and fiſh, and fowl of every nation. 
Dire was the clang of plates, of knive and fork, 


That merc'leſs fell like tomahawks to work, 


And fearleſs ſcalp'd the fowl, and fiſh, and cattle, 
Whilſt . in the rear, beheld the battle. 


The conqu'ring Monarch Hopping to take breath 
Amidſt the regiments of death, 
Now turn'd to Whitbread, with complacence, com 


And merry thus addreſs'd the Man of Beer: 


„ Whitbread, 1s't true? I hear, I hear, | 
.« You're of an antient family—renown'd=  : 

« What? what? I'm told that you're a limb 

6 Of Pym, * the famous fellow Pym » 


What, Whitbread, is it true what people fay ? 
Son of a Round-head are you? he? he? he? * | 


„Im told that you ſend Bibles to your votes 
A ſnuffling round- headed fociety | 

% Pray'r books inſtead of caſh to buy them coats 
" Bunyans, and Practices of Piety : 


« Your Bedford votes would wiſh to chang their fare 


« Rather ſee caſh—yes, yes—than books of pray'r: 
„ 'Thirtieth of January don't you feed ? 


— 


* His Majeſty here made a miſtake—Pym was his wife's 
relation, 
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ow having abies 4 on fleſh, fret, fiſh, - 
Whole hoſts o erturnꝰ d and ſeiz d on all ſupplies; ; 
E royal viſitors expreſs*'d a with - 

To turn to Houſe of Buckingham their eyes: 


But firſt the Monarch fo polite, 
Aſk'd Mr. Whitbread if he'd be a Anight— 
. Unwilling in the lit to be*enroll'a, 
Whitbread contemplated the Knights of Peg, 
Then to his generous Sov'reign made a leg, 
And faid “ He was afraid he was 100 old. 
% He thank'd, however, his moſt gracious King, 


0 For offering to make him ſuch a THING, ” 


| But ah ! a diff rent naſon 'twas 1 fear | 
It was not age that bade the Man of Beer 
The proffer'd honour of the Monarch ſhun : 
The tale of Margaret's knife, and royal fright, 
Had almoſt made him damn the name of Knight : 
A tale that farrow'd fuch a world of fun. 


He mock'd the pray re too by the King appointed, 
Ev'n by himſelf the Lord's Anointed—— | 
A foe to faft too, is he let me tell ye; 
| And, tho” a Preſbyterian, cannot think 
Heav'n (quarrelling with meat and * 
Joys i in the grumble of a hungry belly | 


For the miraculous eſcape from a poor innocent infane 
woman, who only held out a knife i in a piece of White Paper, 
for her * to view. 
| Now 


ty 


| of the National INS 
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Now from the table with Calne a "4 


Up roſe the Monarch with his laurell'd brow, 
When Mr. Whitbread waiting on his chair, 
Expreſs'd much thanks, much j Joys and made a bon 


A, 
* * 


Miſs Whitbread now ſo thick her curt 'fies drops, 


Thick as her honour'd father's Kentiſh hops; 


Which hoplike curt'ſies were return'd by dips 
That never hurt the royal knees and hips ; 

For hips of knees and Queens are ſacred things 
That only bend on gala days 

Before the beſt of Kings, | 
When odes of triumph ſound his praiſe. — 


Now thro” a thund'ring peal of kind huzzas, 
Proceeding ſome from * hir'd and unhir'd jaws, 


When his Ma JESTY goes to a playhouſe, or brewhouſe, 


or parliament, the LORD CHAMBERLAIN provides ſome pounds- 
| worth of Mos to huzza their beloved Monarch, At the Play 
| honſe about forty wide-mouthed fellows are hired on the night 


of their Majeſties appearance, at two ſhillings and ſix-pence per 


| head, with the liberty of ſeeing the play gra!is, Theſe STEx= 
| Tors are placed in different parts of the Theatre, who im- 


mcdiately on the Royal entry into the Stage Box, ſet up their 


| howl of Loyalty; to whom their Majeſties, with the ſweeteſt 
| {iniles, acknowledge the obligation by.a genteel bow, and an 


elegant curt'ſy— This congratulatory noiſe of the STENTORS 
is looked on by many, particularly Country Ladies and Gentle- 
men, as an infallible Thermometer, that aſcertains the warmth 
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Whilſt Whitbread and his daughter fair 


Thus ſhould'ſt thou Birth- day Songs indite: 


No more of ti tum tum, and ti tum ti. 


Thus ſhould an honeſt 1 write of Kings— 


For ev ry well-experienc' a ſurgeon knows 


The raree-ſhow thought proper to retire ; 


Burvey'd all Chiſwell Street with lofty air, 
For mn they felt themſelves ſome fix feet 2 


Such, Thomas, is the way to write! 


Then ſtick to earth and leave the lofty ſky, 


Not praiſe them for imaginary things : 

I own I cannot make my ſtubborn rhime 
Call ev'ry King a character ſublime ; 

For Conſcience will not ſuffer me to wander 
So very widely from the paths of Candour. 


I know full well ne Kings & are to be ſeen, 

To whom my verſe ſo bold would give the ſpleen, 
Should that bold verſe declare they wanted brain 

I won't ſay that they never brain poſſeſs d— 

They may have been with ſuch a preſent bleſs d, 
And therefore fancy that ſome ill remains: 


That men who with their legs have parted, _ 
Swear that they've felt a pain in all their zoes, 
And often at the twinges ſtarted; 
: | * Foreign Kings, 


o 


hen 


Fancying the toes were all come back again. 
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Then ſtared upon their oaken ſtumps, in vain! 
If men then, who their abſent toes have mourn'dy 


Can fancy thoſe ſame toes at times return d; 
80 Kings, in matters of intelligences, 


May fancy they have ſtumbled on their Lenſes. 


Yes, Ce be? is ks way of writing Oda 
Why lifteſt thou thy pious eyes to Gor? = . 
Strange diſappointment in thy looks I read. 


And now I hear thee in proud triumph cry, | 


&« Is this an action, Peter? this a deed 


“% To raiſe a Monarch to the ſky ? 


te Tubs, porter, pumps, vats, all the Whitbreadthrong- 


12 


6 Rare things to figure in the Muſe's ſong! 


Thomas, J here proteſt I want no quarrels 

On Kings and Brewers, porter, pumps, and barrels— 
Far from the dove-like Peter be ſuch frrife ! 

But this I tell thee, Thomas, for a fact— 


Thy Cæſar never did an act 


ba 
More wiſe, more, glorious, i in his hfe. 


Nom Gop preſerve all wonder-hunting Kixds, 85 


Whether at Windſor, Buckingham or Kew-houle ; 


And may they never do more fooliſh things 


Than viſiting Sam. Whitbread and his brewhouſe. 
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BROTHER PETER 
BROTHER TOM. 


EXPOSTULATORY EPISTLE. 


PETER STARINGLY EXPOSTULATETH WITH THOMAS ON HIS 
UNPRECEDENTED SILENCE ON THE ROYAL FERFECTIONS 
IN HIS LAST NEW YEAR'S ODE—GIVETH THOMAS A JOBA- 
TION=—INSTRUCTETH THOMAS IN ns TRADE—TALKETH 
OF HERALDS, Mot Es, FIELD-MICE, AND GENERAL CAR» 
PENTER—TELLETH A STRANGE STORY OF THE GENERAL 
: —COMMENDE TH. MAJESTY, AND LAUDETH* HIS LOVE OF 


MCNEY, WITH DELICIOUS SIMILES -- PETER INFORMETH 
THOMAS HOW UE MIGHT HAVE PRAISED MAJESTY FOR 
PIETY AND ECONOMY —PETER'” $ GREAT KNOWLEDGE OF 

, NATURE——HE TALKETH OF HER DIFFERENT MANUPFAC- 
| TURES—PETER PRATSETH THE ROY AL PROCLAMATION FOR 
LEAVING or r SIN, AND REFORMiNG FIDLING COURTIERS 


AND OTHERS — MISTRESS WALSINGHAM NOT ABLE TO SIN 
ON A SUNDAY=——NOR MY LADY YOUNG—NOR MY, LORD OF 
EXETER—NOR My LORD BRUDENELL—WHOSE EXCEL= 
LENCE IN ATTENDING ON THE RUMP ROYAL, PETER 


04 


HIGHLY EXTOLLETH—NOR THE WELSH, KING WAr- 
KY N—WHOSE POOR VIOLONCELLO PETER PITIETH—NOR 


2 n b es 
— Rr N * * ere x7 
e 9 4 


MY LORD OF SALISBURY —PETER INTIMATETH AN I- 
TENDED REFORM AMONG CATS AND | DOGS, PIGEON?, 


WRENS, SPARROWS, AND FOUL T&Y—LOVE BETWEEN THE ; 


AFORESAID ANIMALS 10 BE SEVERELY PUNISHED IF MADE. 
ON 
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oN THE LORD'S DAY—MONDAY THE MOST DECENT DAY 
sIñ JOHN DICK GIVETH Ur SUNDAY | CONCERTS FOR dop- 
LINESS—SIR JOHN'S STAR HIS GREAT HOBBY HORSE — 
LORDS HAMPDEN AND CHOLMONDELEY REPROVED FOR 


PROFANING THE SABBATH BY A FULL ORCHESTRA, WHILE 
THE KING ENJOYETH ONLY WIND INSTRUMENTS—PETER 
RELATETS A SAD TALE OF GERMAN MUSICIANS, AND 


CONCLUDETH WITH A PATHETIC SIMILE OF A WOUDCOCK— 
| PETER RETURNETH FROM DIGRESSION TO THOMAS— E- 
TER ASKETH SHREWD QUESTIONS OF THOMAS——TEL-= 
LETH A DELECTABLE LITTLE STORY OF THE KING 
AND SCRATCH WIGS—DFCLARETH LOVE FOR MAJEST Yu 
PRAISTER THE PARTNERS!HIP—PETER IENIETH ALL ODI- 
UM TOWARDS HIS SOVEREIGN, FOR A JEALOUSY OF THE 
PRINCE OF WALFS, FOR HIS RAGE FOR HANDEL, AND EN- 
THRUSIASM FOR MR, WEST — PETER CIVZTH TWO SIMILES 
PETER TELLETH A TALE—PETER STILL INSISTETH 
oN LOVE POR MAJESTY —INSTANCETH ROYAL MAGNANI- 
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MITY —ENDING WITH CURIOSITY AND NATIONAL A- 
YANTAGR PETER SHOWETH THE KING S SUPERIORICY TO 
THE PRINCE IN THE ARTICLE OF BcOKS—THE ROYAL 


| | WARDROBE's SUPERIORITY TO THE SHOPS IN MONMOUTH 
| STREET=—PLTER EXPRESSETH MORE LOVE FOR MAJESTY 
-A TALE— ETER MAKETN A MARVELLOUS DISCOVERY 
os THE CAUSE OF THOMAS'S SILENCE IN THE ARTICLE 
OF ROYAL FLATTER Y=—HIS MAJESTY TOO MUCK DAU - 


K 2  SWERETH 
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rp TAT KING SHUTTETH UP THOMAS'S MOUTH——PETER 

8 TELLETH THOMAS HOW HE SHOULD HAVE MANAGED —PETER 

195 DESCRIBZTH A DEVIL —ENQUIRE TH POR MODZSTY——FIND> | 
a: ETH HER=—GIVETH A LOVELY PICTURE OF MISS MORN= | 
fy NG—AND HER LOYAL SPEECH TO PETER—PETER AN- N 
EE For rx15T Nox $UBSIST WITHOUT KINGS—PETER CITETH | 
. THE WORLD's OPINION OF HIM—PETER FINELY AN- J 
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Then why not thou, the herald, Tom, of rhyme, If 


THE WORKS OF 


SWERETH* IT—PETER SEEMETH GLAD=—=KE ASKETH A 
SLY QUESTION ABOUT CARTOONS—PETER TELLETH AN 
UNCOMMON | STORY—PETiR CONTINUETH TALKING A- 
BOUT CARTOONS—EEARETH THAT THEY ARE IN JE0O- 
PARDY—PETER CONCLUDETH WITH SUBLIME SIMILES OF 
TROUT, EE1LS, WHALES, GOATS, SHEEP, AND'GQOD ADVICE 


TO THOMAS. 


Sg LIFE! Thomas, what hath ſwallow'd all the 
Of royal virtues not the ſlighteſt mention! praiſe! 
Strung, like mock pearl, ſo lately on. thy lays! 
Tell me, a badkrupt, Tou, is thy invention? 


How cou'dſt thou ſo thy Patron” fame forget, 

As not to pay of praiſe, the annual debt? 
WHITEHEAD and C1BBER, all the Laureat Throng, 

To Fan's fair Temple, twice a year, preſented 

Some royal virtues, real or invented, 


In all the grave ſublimity of ſong. 


— 


— — 2 


Heralds ſo kind for many a chance- born dt SE 
Creeping from cellars, juſt: like ſnails from earth; D. 


Or moles, or field - mice, ſtealing into light, 5 Por 


Forge Arms to prove a loftineſs of birth; 
Tracing of each ambitious Sir and Madam | 
The branches to the very trunk of ADAM. „ ] 


Still bid thy Royal Maſter ſoar ſublime ? | ke 
' Bards ſhine in fiction; then how flight a thing 


To make a coat. of merit for a Kung ! | 
_ | | Know, 
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Know, General CARPENTER had been a theme 
For furniſhing a pretty lyric dream; 
Once a monopoliſt of nod and ſmile : 

| Of broken ſentences and queſtions rare, 

Of ſnipſnap whiſpers ſweet, and grin, and flare, 
For which thy Muſe would travel many a mile. 


| But lo! the General, for a crying ſin, 

Loſt broken ſentences, and nod, and grin, 

The fin, the crying ſin, of rambling, =» 
| Where Ofnaburgh's good Biſhop, gambling, 
Loſt ſome few golden feathers from his wings; 


Which made th' unlucky General run and drown; 
Such were the horrors of the royal frown! | 
For lo! His M Y moſt roundly ſwore 
He'd nod to General CARPENTER no more. 


Oh! glorious love of all-commanding money 1 
Dear to ſome Monarchs, as to Bruin, honey ; 
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck ; 

Or ſhow'rs to hackney coachmen or a duck ! 


Thomas, thy lyrics might have prais'd the King 
For making finners mind the Sabbath day, 
Bidding the idle ſons of pipe and ſtring, _ 
Inſtead of ſcraping jigs, ſing pſalms and pray; 
hus piouſly (againſt their inclination) 
Dragooning ſouls unto ſalvation. 
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Made up a concert every Sunday night: 


And often nature manufactures ſtuft 


Hoarding up treaſure 


(C40 8 gh 5 N 
CO 8 2 j „ 7 \ r >. % . N 
q n n E Den „„ r F ers I * — N 
a = f D ES o 9 PRO 
- 7502 „ EEE — = $27 4 5 — — 1 pg a — » W r * , Fre ur- 16K 4 2 3 e e Ren Ie 
2 — —_ — — 5 = . n Sp ' IO EN PI — N 3 4 Q r 05 8 * — oe © 
a g 2 — on T 2 => ore — —— = ie — og 6 b 5 * 2 fg > gin Ge A q — 8 r = * SR ad 
— — — — — Any F 5 „„ ET Son. OI We UE. a OTIS wy 8 N - * 9 8 5 8 
Fa — 1 — = we * oy Sf > et —— — — by a 2 : r 
"RX ad * * pe * 2 a N be * © Ul 5 81 
8 — mY n - . A * 1 wk e J Je Err "Lp gs: os _—_— L 
— - . — — 2 — — = —— 3 ———— + — — = 2 r 
. X — — 
Bat — _—_ — 6 * NN * 2 4 2 — — a p "> — — — — 
r FF ˙ a ee a " EFT * ER rr a 
CORE TT ” _— - Wan. NN I CONN 77» I GR 2 8 Ve \ e a 


— ů — TEL IP Shs" — 
WT 8 Þ 0 b ies < 4 6.4 + 4 
—— es, * = 


— — — — — . n 
— - 4 2 _ = * . * * A : 
- 2 rr — : 


1202 | FuE WORKS OF i 
- Oe : f a 2 — = T — 


The MoxARcH gave up Mr. Joan Barr, ! 
With that {ſweet nightingale his lovely mate 
Who with the organ and one fiddle 


Thus yielding MAJzsT1Ets ſupreme delight, 
Who reliſh cheapneſs &en in tweedle tweedle. 


For NaTvRE formeth oft a kind 

Of money-loving, ſcraping, ſave-all mind, 

That happy glorieth in the nat'ral thought 
Of getting every thing for nought : - 


From Delhi's diamonds to a Briſtol ſtone; 
From royal eagles to a ſqualling parrot ; 
From bulls of Baſan to a marrow bone; 
From rich ananas to a mawkiſh carrot : | 
And getting things for nought, I needs muſt ſay, 
If not the nobleſt, is the cheapeſt way. | 


That thinks it never hath enough; | 
never once enjoying 
Such is the eompoſition of /ome ſouls! 
Like jackdaws all their cunning art employing, 
In hiding knives, and forks, and ſpoons, in holes. 


Lo! by the pious Monarch's proclamation, 


J he courtier Amateurs of this fair nation 
ö „„ . On 


On 


lie gentle ExETER his treat gave ups 
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| On Ss con their Bibles —— make no riot 
The ſtubborn UxBRIDGE, muſic- loving Lord, 
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word, 

And bids the inftruments lie quiet. 


Sweet Miſtreſs WALSINGHAM is forc'd to pray, 


And turn her eyes up, much againſt her will; 


Saxpwict ling pſalms too, in his pious way; 


And Lady Young forbears the tuneful trill: 


And very politic is Lady Young: _ 
A huſband muſt not ſuffer for a ſong. 


So us'd upon the ſweet repaſt to ſup; 
As eager for his Sunday's quaver diſh, 
As cats and rav nous Aldermen for fiſh. 


Lord BRUDENELL, too, a Lord with lofty nofe, 

Bringing to mind a verſe the world well knows; 
Againſt ſublimity that rather wars; 

Which in an almanack all eyes may ſee: 

© Gor gave to man an upright form, that he 
Might view the Stars,” 


Z ſay this watchful Long, wha the knack, 


Behind His Sacred Majeſty's great back, 
Of placing for his /atter end a chair 
Better than any Lord (ſo ſays Fame's e trump). 
That ever waited on the royal rump, 
So ſwift his motions, and ſo ſweet his air; 


Wa, 
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Who, if His Majeſty but cough or hiccup, 
Trembles for fear the King ſhould Lic vp 
Drops, with concern, his jaw—with horror freezes— 
Or ſmiles God bleſs you, S1RE,” whene'er he ſneezes; 
| This Lord, I ſay, uprais'd his convert chin, 
And curs'd the concert for a crying ſin. 


King warxm, Gow the land of leeks and . 
With ſighs, forbore his baſs to ſeize ; 
With huge concern he dropp'd his Sunday airs, 
And grumbled out in Welſh his thankleſs pray's rs. 
The baſs, indeed, Te Deum ſung, 
Glad on the willows to be hung. 


And really 'twas a very nat'ral caſe—— 
= Poor, inoffenfive baſs! _ 

For when King Watkin ſcrubbeth 1 
The inſtrument, like one upon the rack, 
Sends forth ſuch horrid, Inquiſition groans! 
Enough to pierce the hearts of ſtones! 


Thus though in concert politics the Knight 
Battled with Miſtreſs WALSINGHAM ontright ; 
Vet both agreed to lift their palms, | 
Not in hoſtilities, but ſinging pſalms. 


 SAL'SBURY was alſo order'd to reform, 
Who, with my Lady, thought it vaſtly odd, 
Thus to be forc'd, like ſailors in a ſtorm, 
Againſt their wills to pray to God. 
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Thus did the royal mandate through the town, 
Knock nearly all the Sunday concerts down! 

Great act! ere long 'twill be a fin and ſname 
For cats to warble out an am'rons flame 
Dogs ſhall be whipp'd for making love on Sunday, 
Who very well may put it off to Monday. 
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Nay, more the royal piety to prove, | 
And aid the pureſt of all pure religions, 
To Bridewell ſhall be ſent all cooing pigeons, _ 

And cocks and hens be laſh'd for making love: 
Sparrows and wrens be ſhot from barns and houſes, 
For being barely * to their ſpouſes. 
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Poor Sir Joux Dick was, nen heard to Wan 
At loſing ſuch a Sunday's treat 
Sir Joux, the happy owner of a far | 
Which radiant hanour on ſurtoutes he ſtitches; 
Lamenting faſhion doth not ſtretch ſo far 
As ſewing them on waiſtcoats and on breeches ; 
Which thus would pour a blaze of filver day, 
And make the Knight a perfect milky-way. 
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Yet HAurpzx, Dara LY, thoſe ſinful ſhavers, 
Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quavers; 
Thus flying in the face of our GREAT KING, 
Prophane God's re/fting day with wind and ſtring ; 
Whilſt on the Terrace, *midit his German band, 


Dn Sunday evenings GEORGE 1 1s pleas d to ſtand; 
| | Contented 
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- Contented with a ſimple tune alone, 1 5 [Joan;” 
5.06 God fave great George our King,” or << Dobbing 


Whilſt c HERUBS, leaning from theis ſtarry height, 
Wink at each other, and enjoy the ſight : 
And Sa rav, from a lurking hole, 
Fond of a ſeeming-godly ſoul, 
His eyes and ears ſcarce able to believe, 
Laughs in his ſleeve. 


Stay, Muſe the mention of the German band 
Bringeth a tale oppreſſive to my hand, l 
Relating to a tribe of German boys, | 
Whoſe horrid fortune made ſome little noiſe ; 
Sent for to take of Engliſhmen the places, 

Who, gall'd by ſuch hard treatment, made wry faces. 0 


Sent for they were, to feed in fields of clover, | ” 
To feaſt upon the Coldſtream regiment's fat i: 1 
Swift with their empty ſtomachs they flew over, | 
And wider than a Kavenhuller hat. | 5 


But ah ! their knives no veal nor mutton carv'd ! 
To feaſts they went indeed, but went and /arv'd 
Their maſters, raptur'd with the tuneful treat, 
Forgot muſicians like themſelves cou'd eat. 

Thus the poor woodcock leaves his frozen ſhores, 
When tyrant Winter 'midſt his tempeſts roars; 
Invited by our milder fky, he roves ; 

Views the pure ſtreams with joy, and ſhelt'ring groves, 
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And in one hour, oh! ſad reverſe of fate! 
Is ſhot, and ſmokes upon a poacher's plate ! 
Thus ending a ſweet epiſodic ſtrain, 

I turn, dear. Thomas, to thy Ode again, 


What ! make a diſh to baulk thy Mater 8 al 
A pudding, and forget the plums! ! 

Mercy upon us! what a cook art thou! 

Dry een already! what a ſad milch cow ! 

Who gav'ſt at firſt, of fame ſuch flowing pails — 

Sar, Thomas, what thy lyric udder ails? | | 


—- 


* truth "Ll not to the laureat trade, 

"Tis ſtrange, ' tis paſſing ſtrange, thou didſt not flatter: 

Speak in light money were thy wages paid? 
Or was thy pipe of ſack half fill' d with water? 2 

Or haft thou, Tom, been cheated of thy dues ? 

Or hath a qualm of conſcience touch'd thy Muſe ? 


Thou might'{ have prais“ for dignity of pride 
Diſplay'd not long among the Cooks: 
Searching the Kitchen with fagacious looks ; 

EY chriſt'ned ſcratches, on their heads, he bo 


To find a wig on a cook's head 

Juſt like the wig that grac'd his own, 
Was verily a ſight too dread 

5 Enough to turn a King to ſtone! 


On which, in language of his very beſt, 
His Majeſty his royal ire expreſs d. 


« How, 
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hee — . ee 2 — — 2 
* How, how! what ! l Cooks wear ar feratcbe juſt 
4 like me 


ui Strange ! {range ! yes, yes, 1 1 foe, 1 "7 1 ſee 
& Fine fellows to wear ſcratches ! yes, no doubt— 
5 I'll have no more no more when mine's worn 


8 . out 3 
H? pretty ! pretty! pretty t too it looks 
bay 59 lee my f ſcratches * Coole! 


And Þ ! ! as he had threatened all fo big, 
8 As ſoon as ever he wore out the wig, | 
He with a fig-tail deign'd bis head to match!—— 
Nor more e his — with a Sc 
Thomas, I ſee my long Er, 7 feclipM grate — 
Thou think'it I'm = JOS I i chat the Kin ng's my hate. | 
A 


ws 


The world may 1 me A ar, but 3 
3 love him for a partner, love him early =. 


Whilſt his great name is on the ferme, I'm ſure g 
My credit with the Public is ſecure. "1 
Ves, beef ſhall grace my ſpit, and ale ſhall flow, 285 
As long as it continues George and Co.; L 
That is to ſay, in plainer metre, 7 
George and Peter. e 0 

Nh ; 
| i 7 


Yet, as ſome little money I have 1 
I've thoughts of turning 5 and quitting trade 
This, 


Ty 2 d j® 


The bade p may be gebe d. 
== think — world may 


mas, 1 af 2M hating our 544 King; 
Yes, yes, or ma hruggyno more my 
* 1 7 1 who touch'd fo w 
* 1 1 Tom z-the idol of thy ſweet desHtion 

ites 3 ubs, elſe th Snstion. 


| + book on he Sublime, I 

: would not hire 
who#fills a throne, & 
51 can 5 admire him? 


5 
bi d e 

LX. 1 r, 
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„ him e ao oft name, — 
He thinks to rival * Psier in fame? 

A Pfince of Science nth arts {chaſte ! — 
A giant to him in the world of talke ; ® 
'Wh#rom an envious cloud one day ſhall ſpying, | 
And prove that dignity may clothe a King. 


VI hohen by Fortune fix d on Britain's throne, 
Whergger merit, humble plant, is ſhown, 
Will ſhed around that plant a foſt ring ray; 
Whoſe hand ſhall ftretch throngh poverty's pale gloom 
For drooping Genus, ſinking to the tomb, 
And lead the bluſhing ſtranger into day. 
Vol, 11. . 2 Who 
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Hate TI becauls - Ss the Mona por 

- Dn Hax DE.” 8 manuſcript oli ſc "ET 
| 2 ſchemeggpeceſsful daily hagehes, 

For ſaying notes o erwhelalM with 


gatches ; Y 


ReMcring frat 1e blotted leaves” i 
Huge cart wc. lary * 
Thus ſaving damned bars from j nen 

7% ig Handel s reputation? 
| * with ev'ry er chez langt te, 
Heav d into Tor NAM e hea 21 Re i 


And forcing on the houſe the tung 


8 half to doo che Scher h ha 1 
Hate him, becauſe Vin: 4 : | 
His eye (in Fuer of 

Becauſe his walls with eta trumpery Bed, 46 
ans oer ſign- * 9 its dues ! Fo 
Hate ho Peg he cannot reſt, | . * 
| & I 

But in the company A 


Becauſe of modern works he ade a jeſt — 1 
Except the works of Mr. Welt „„ # : 


* ho . publ: 8 fa: 211 * oul d hes 1 
7 he 1 wer KS alone of Mr Welt: 4 


a . 

Who, + as Fox a8 cannot hear , >. %5 

And never ſuffers W $ landſeapes near Vim, 
- 


Nor, Garxss'Roven, thy d. igheful Girls and Bbys, 
In rural fcenes ſo Reet, amidſt their j Joys, 

With ſuch ſimplicity As makes c us art 
Forgetting rag work M art. 


Which 3 a. care of Mn Welt 
May i in a mile be well wag aun 


— 


1 SIMIPE. 


TH U 3 I Ten à child with filing fee 
A little daiſey in the garden place, 

And ſtrut in triumph round its fav'rite flow'r; 
* Gaze on | the leaves with infant admiration, 
* hinking the flow'r thafincit i in 5 nation, - 
* 1 pay a viſit to It ev'ry hour: * 
2 e wat ring pot about, 4 
We fon the gard was oblig'd to fill 
ad, fo pleas' d, td pour the water out. 
1 2 its marvellous gard'ning Ni 
Then 3 round, all wild for _— p 05 = 
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boat away, too Hap 


"= found the dai ey 5a, itſelf! . 


3 


IN 4 2 ir I may ſine agen, 
Thus have I feen a fond old hen 

With one poor 5 a chick; 
Bull about a fafter's yard; —_— ß 
Now on the dunghill labouring barg * + 
: Scraping away through thin and chick: * 
Flutt'ring her feathers— making ſuch a "noiſe ! E 
Cackling aloud ſuch quantities of joys, by 

As if FE chick, to which her egg gave birth, 

Was born to deal Prog knocks, 
To ſhine the Broughton of game cocks, 


And kill the fowls of all che earth ! 


1] Jet me, excus'd from ſüch a . 4 
Not eat, and drink, adWecp with Mr. 
AMA as he will not plealk my taſte 
Let * give him has Mrorld a as A... 


THE TOPER AND THE PLIES. 
A GROUP of topers at le lat, 
With punch that much s the thirſty ſoul: 

Flies ſoon the party join d, and join'd the chat, 
Humming, __ cn... * ARE th bows 


Some hu e "I cteiegs 4 tumbled in; 
And ſpray img midi the gulph profound, | 
Like , 5 2 his daring Röſt, were drown'd ! 


Wanting e ne of the men 
Dipp? a get the bowl the drunken hoſt, 
And drank—then taking care that none were loſt, 


He put in ev ry mother” s ſon agen. 


Up jump'd the baccanalian crew on this, 
Taking it very much amifs— - 
Swearing, and in the attitude to ſinite· 
Lord! cr ied the man, with gravely-lifted eyes; 

Though I don't like to ſwallow flies, 
& I did not know but athers might.“ 


2 A 
; 25 4 
WH 0 ſays I bats the King, proclaims a ler 
Een now a royal virtue ſtrikes my ere! 
ES - N 
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With Pl eyes 1 4 ares at firſt about, 
Then $$ the tn like a King / 


| Now, wiſdom fnatl his curious &fe, ball 
The little hovels that around him riſes, 


And nicely numbers every cock and hei x. 


Then 7 the farmer s wife or farmer's maid, 
How many eggs the fowls have laid ! 

What's in the oven—in the pot—the crock 
Whether twill rain or no, and what's o' clock 1 


* | 
WG 


Thus from poor hovels gleaning information, 
To ſerve as future treaſure for the nation! 
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There terrier like, till pages find him out, 
| He pokes his moſt ſagacious noſe about, 
And ſeems in Paradiſe like h ſo fam d; 
. re like Apam too, and Eve ſo fair; 
Sweet ſimpletons! who, though ſo very bare, 
Were (ſays the Bible) pot Mm d. 


| No man bind WS oks ſo well as Grone Third. 
5 By thirſt of leather glory ſpu 2 
At book-bindaly oft 1 is {es 


| laugh: 


p or calf! 


_ ſee! the e duch labour looks 
Faſtidious down, and only readeib books !=—— 
«Here by the Sire the Son is much. ſurpaſs” d; 

* hich fame ſhould publiſh on her loudeſt Mit / 


#7 0 KiiPbeats Monmonth Street ĩs caſt- off riches 
That is, in coats, and waiſtcoats, and in breeches 
Which, draughted once a year for foreign ſtations, 
Make fineTecruits to ſerve ſome near relations. 


But lo | the PRINCE, ſhame on pn never dreams 
Of pretty Jewiſh œconomic ſchemes ! 
So very proud, (I'm griev'd, O Tom, to tell ith 
He'd rather he a coat away than el it! 


Fair juſtice to the Monarch muſt allow 
Prodigious ſcience in a calf or co Y 
And wiſdom in the article of Mine! 


What moſt unuſual knowledge for a Ming 15 
Becauſe pig - wiſdom is a thing 


In which no Sov'reigns eler 
w x; of 
5, 


Vet who will think I am not tell ing fibs? 


The PRINCE, who Britain's throne in time fn grace, 


Ne'er finger'd at a fair a bullock's ribs, 
Nor ever ogled a pig's face ! 5 
| 2 O dire: 


known to N * | 
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11 1 ce! O let it not be kn 


Lexcell'd a fo | = 


And ſhould he 225 of "Df off for Hanover, 
As once he ſaid he wou'd, to ſpite ChARLESs Fox; 

Draw all his laute money from the ſtocks, > 
Shut ſhop, and carry ev'ry pot and pan over; 


I think——indeed I'm /ure I know, 

That dozen would not ſet him go; 

But in the ſtruggle ſpend their vital breath, 
And hug their idol, probably to death; 

As happen'd to Romiſh Prieſt a tale | 
That, whilft I tell it, almoſt turns me pale. 


THE ROMISH PRIEST. 


. | 
P. 1 % Tn the neighbourhood of Rows, 
one years ag how many, I don't ſay 


Handled ſo well hiSheay” 'nly broom, 
He bruſtd, lik *cabwebs, fins away. 


"26:46 the black kg of his band 3 # 
Qave to the Parxnct or Darxxness ſuch har. nen , 
That SATAN was afraid to ſhow his noſe, : 


 - 


1 {Except in hell) before this prieſt ſo warriſh ! | 
| 3 bee”, | - 
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rack Me or to ſhun the ab of evil, : : 
And prove a mateh for Mr. Dgyz, | 
Was conſtantly this pious man 's endeavour; 

And, as I've ſaid Den the man was clever. 


Red - hot was all his zeal — and Fame declares, 

He gallop'd like a hunter o'er his pray” rs 3. 

For ever.litting to the clouds his forehead 
Petitions on petitions he let fly, 

Which nothing but BAnEARIANSs could deny 

In ſhort, the Saints were to compliance worried, 


— — 


With ſhoulders, arms, and hands, this Prieſt devout, 
So well his evolutions did perform; 
_ His pray'rs, thy holy ſmall-ſhot, flew about 
So thick !—it ſeem'd like taking Heav'n by form! 


Without one atom of reflection, 
No candiſfſite*at an election 

Did ever labour more, and fume, and {ſweat 
" Ao: make 4 fellow change his coat, 8 

And bleſs him with the caſting vote, 
Than this dear man 


get in Heav'n a 


For ſouls of children, Women, and of mens“ 
No matter which the ſpgeies—cock or hen! 


Fg hus did he not like that vile Jeſuit think, 


ho makes us all with horror ies 


oF „ 
Tho wrote a dreadful book, to prove 


That women, charming women, forme 
Have got no fouls? 1 


4 — 
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Then kindly ſent thy form "MF 


Tas added, that ri 


That till this Prieſt ape d, ſouls were ſo rare 


218 e e or 1 .. 


Monſter to think ies WoMaAN had 811 ka S 
Ha! haft /hou not a ſoul, thou peerleſs Main 

Who bidit my rural hours with rapture roll? 

| Whoſe beauties charge ſhepherds and the ſhade 2 | 


Yes, CrwrAIA and cr 0 ls like thine, 4 


Fate into being drew yon f arry ſphere; 


abits there L 


8 
* 


To ſhow what wondrous bliſs in 


F 
To ſhort, no dray-horſe veſt work' d do hard,, 3 


— 


At this good Prieſt, to 3 for fall M 
he fouls of ſinners from the Devil s gripe. 


Pleas'd were the higheſt a l to 8 
Their wonder at his fine addr | 
And pow” r againſt the FIE ND who! 
Nay, eben St. PxTEn ſaid, to whom 
The keys for letting people into! av'n, 
He never got more ha alf-pence i in his life. 


ſale did declare, 
(Peter the porter of Head n gate, ſo truſty;) 


el 33 3 
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re giv'n 


His bunch of Keys was ; abſolutely ruſty ! 


Did e of fortune Ges 
; &the Cuunch a good rounijſþm 5 


Lo n the winkling of an eye, 


The Taba £ frank'd their ſouls to 3 5 
= A Wis 


8 jo” 


2. r admittance to the Lord. =, 
| Nor topp d thoſe ſouls #2 inſtant on the - 


obne. 


n; this 1 — was ſo much admir' d, 


& courted, fo ara, | 
putrid ſails, like putrid meat, 
his oly pickle, to be ſweet: 


Juſt as we ſee old hags with jaws of carrion, 
Enter the ſhop of MygaWARREN ; | 
Lho diſappoints that, nid 1 ayman call'd TIE, 
Wied for g 
By ring 2 Ivk's pale, * 
he ooming "roſes of SWERI by * 


| Such vait impreſſions did hi rmons ; make, 
He always kept his noeh awake 


In ſummer too, —hear, _—_ this pol, news, 
Ve who ſo often preach —m 7 


A ne eighb'riggpwn, ine bote people's ſouls 
Six, like 4 rat, had eat large holes, 5 
Beg.” d him to be their tinkerStheir bo. al 6 
For, gentle reader, ſim of ſuch a ſort | 
It fouls corrodeth juſt as agua fortis 1 
Corrodeth iron, braſs, or copper. 
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The pla: him they od give him better pay, ad 4 


If" agree to change his quarters; 
Protelil when his ſoul ſhould leave its clay, 


To oF his bones 
Mann wh, © 


This was a 1 ticfnns i: all | Papiſ TOW 45 * 
But ſtop—his pariſh wayld not m re 4 
"Then ſurly did the othier pariſh 23 x by. - 
* ſwore to have the * {Took a I : We 4 


it hoſe of + * 


Swore they would fone 5 
violent was their ol 
80 N too, their aff 


The Laptes, too, united in the ſtrife ; 
Proteſting that they PI 'd him as their life, 
So {wectly he would when down to pray'r ! 
— 88 happy i in a ſermon choice; 
“% And theyhe had of MWbtin gate: the voice 
6 And holy water gave with ſuch an air! 


$4 loſe ſo fine a man i—ſo great a " Art re! 
T Vielding Leh quantities gr r pleaſure ! He 


„ Forgiving fins ſo free, too, at confeſſion, 
* However carnal-the tranſgreſſion, 
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te In ſuch a charming, love-condemning ftrain len 
He really ſeem'd to ſay, * Go fn again; 

d HELL. ſhall not throw, my angels, on your ſouls 

« $0 ſweet, a ſingle ſhovelful of coals.” 


Now in the fire was all the fat: 
Juſt as two bull-dogs pull a cat, 
Both pariſhes with furious zeal contended—— 
So heartily the holy man was hugg " 
So much from place to place his limbs were lugg'd, 
That very fatally the battle ended ! 
In ſhort, by hugging, lugging, and kind ſqueezes, 
The man of God was pull 'd in fifty pieces! 


This work perform'd, the bones werefought for ſtoutly; 
And ſo the fray continued moſt devoutly— 

Lo with an arm, away one raſcal fled 

This with a leg, and that the head 

Off with the foot another goes _ 

Another ſeizes him and gets the toes, 


Nay, ſome, a relic ſo intent to erib, 
Fought juſt like maſtiffs for a rib; 


Nay more, (for truth, to tell the _ obliges) J 
A dozen battled for his Os Coctygis * 1 


Heav'n, that ſees all things, faw the dine diſpute, _ 
In which each pr acted like a brute ; 3 


The : tip of the rump. 
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Then bade the dead man as a Saint be ſought; 
Still, to reward him more, his bones enriches 
With pow'r o'er evils, rheumatiſms, and itches, 


However dreadful, and wherever caught: 
Thus, by the grace of Him who governs thunder, 
His very toe-nail could perform a wonder, 


THUS might our Monarch, by this dozen men, 
Be hugg*d!—and then! and then! and then! and then! 
"Then what ? why, then, this direful ill muſt ſpring 
I a good /u4;:@ loſe, and thou a Kixs ! 


No, Tom; no more to Mike in with amaze, 
Thy courtly tropes of adulation blaze: 5 
A ſetting ſun art thou, ſo mild thy beam! 
Thou (like old Octan's heaving wave no more, 
'That lifts a ſhip and fly with equal roar) 
Pour ſt from thy lyric pipe a ſober ſtream, 


No more we hear the gale of Fame 
Wild bluſt'ring with thy MASTER'S name: 
No more ideal virtues riſe ſublime, 


(Like feathers) on the ſurge of rhyme. 


But lo the cauſe! it was the ROYAL WILL | 3 

To bid the tempeſt of his praiſe be ſtill: 85 

Neo more to let his virtues make a rout, | 8 

Blown by thy blake like paper kites about | 
- _ | 
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Indeed thy Sov'reign in thy verſe ſo fine, 
Might juſtly have exclaim'd at many a line, 
In peacock's feather, lo, this knave arrays me.“ 
And like a King of France of whom I've read, 
Our gracious Sov'reign alſo might have ſaid, 

« What have I done that he ſhould praiſe me? 


With pity have I ſeen thee, Sox or Soxe, 
Trundling thy lyric wheel-barrow along, 
Amidſt ST. JaMes's gapers to unload 

The matey maſs of pompous ode; 


- 


And wiſh'd the ſack, far * the annual prize, | 
To poets of a leſs renown 
To poor WILL Masox, who in ſecret ſighs 
To ſtrut beneath the LAuRRAT s leaden crown. 


Warm in the praiſe thou might'ft have been, 
Of y great King and his great Queen; 7 | 
But not ſo diabolically hut 
A downright devil, or a pepper-pot. 


— 


By dev'l, (without thy being born a wizard) 
Thou ought'ſt to know I mean a turkey's gizzard ; '3 
So chriſten'd for its quality, by man, 

Becauſe ſo oft *tis loaded with ian 


This dev'l is ſuch a red-hot bit of meat | 
As nothing but the Dev'l himſelf ſhould ent; 
M 2 5 Poon 


— 1 
oy = 
\ In 1 
12 n \ 
+8 
1 { 
X FR * 
Gs * 
= |; 
"Ti 
3 
. 9 
- 
* 8 
y 1, 
i3 y ! 
1 1 
„ 59 11 
x 3 * 
14 . 27 
{1 
_ 7 
£ 
, je 
. f * 
: 5 
4 * 4 
"> x 
159. 5 £7 
3 2F" * 
: F 1 
7.6 5 
'S | 3 44 
: 13 E ts 
FE 
on * I 8 
1 + 
; 1 
1 4 ? = 
i; 4 
1 
1 
„ 
if $8 
4F*# 
- = 
. ES - 
1 
* 
, 
. 2 F 6 
a 
+: 4: 
1 
! 
* Ek " 
3 F. NA t 
* 
- 3 Mi 
8 < 
6 T4 I 
* _ [i 
: -FRE 
1 1 
1 1 
* 3 
- BY : 
4 
% * 1 
mh NY 
** 2 4 
- VR f 
1 / }F 
+ - Re 
; 7 
: : 1 
413 ; 
8 2 - FIZ 
4 = 
* WF 65 0 
1 
1 
2 1 o 
2 1 
7 4 4 
i #P b 
L - 1B = - 
: * 3. 
* A 0 L. 
_ * 
þ 9 
1 
'S © : 
-# 
a 
= 
7 
' £38 
[3 735 3 1 
. Ss 
b 1 
$ F: z 
* 1 
2 1 þ 
* 7 Sy 
* & v8 4 
4+ : 
: 5 
g - x 
£4 
© B-4X A 
5 
1 
22 : 
CoH l 
87 
f 1 1 
1 
* 3 
p J 
* 4 
_— Ts 
2 
— 1 
1 l 
q 4 
2 © 
r 
1 5 
: ga ; 
* = * f 
5 * | 
= VR T 
1 L 
5 
1 5 
e 1 
: - Ro 
5 24 4 
4 
1 
1 4 
1 i 
Z #3 1. x 
: jT k 
4 
+ 
N 


2 : 
> = 
38 . 
8 
x 
bo” 1 
* 1 
= - 
a 
7 1 
4 


| 
| 
| 


— — 22 
9 0 3 
— = =— —OB 2 Bags 


— . reed Cn — 


22 THE WORKS OF 


_— 


A ſboon was large enough, the world well knows! 
Why give the pap of praiſe then with a lade? 
Gently thou ſhow'dit have rock' d him to repoſe 
Not hke a drunken nurſe o'erturn'd the cradle. 


I do not marvel that the Kiog was wrath, 
(Knowing himſelf no bigger than a lath,) 
To find himſelf a tall, gigantic oak 


*T'was too much of a magic-lantern ſtroke, 


Ah! where was MopzsTty, the charming maid ? 
Where was the rural vagrant ſtraying, 
Net to admoniſh thee, an idle jade, 

When thou thy tuneful compliments wert paying! 


Yet why this queſtion put I, Tom, to thee ? 
Lord! how we wits forget—ſhe was with me. 


Dear Modeſty, (by very few careſt,) 
Oft condeſcends to be my gueſt : 
From time to time the maid my rhyme reviews, 
And dictates ſweet inſtructions to the Muſe. 


Yes, frequent deigns my cottage to adorn, | 
Juſt like that bluſhtul damſel call'd M1ss MoRN—— 


Who ſmiling fem the dreary caves of night, 
Moves from her eaſt with ſilent pace and ſlow 
O'er yonder ſhadowy mount's gigantic brow, 
And to my window ſteals with dewy light, 
Then peeping through the panes with cherub mien, 
Seems to aſk 1585 to enter in. 


Now 


— — — — — . wn 
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Now vent'ring on the fables of my room, Il 
She ſweeps the darkneſs with her ſtar-clad bond | 


Now pleas'd a ſtronger ſplendor to diffuſe, 
Smiles on the plated buckles in my ſhoes ; 
Smiles on my breeches, too, of handſome pluſh, 
Where George's head cnce made no gingling ſound, 
But where amidſt the pockets all was huſh ; 
Such aweſul ſilence reign'd around! 
Whoſe fob, which thieves ſo often pick, 
Was quite a ſtranger to a watch's click. 


En 


£9 2 1 ik aft" , 0 8 8 * 
A 7 b 5 = N - 4 ey, _ . — - ry 
— 4 8 * * * * L . . 7 4 4 
E 2 * = . Ab tem e e eee 5 hs 1 — - 
et « 2 * 7 NaN 103 r 1 . e 3 \ —_— 
0 — 340 ny 9 * 4 8 - -— =. > 2 - - 
* == ; 8 * * os ay 4 —_ ” by 
. — AA 4 > 7 ome STERN — . N Mo - 44 — — OT 8 n * : 

— Sante eo 8 5 TE ©. OY 5 rt” bs row af . _ - T = 


—— 0 RRR yy”) P ow ＋ l a 
8 LI 1 £ —_ 
— . 11> . n 


Now caſting on my pen and ink a ray, 
Seeming with ſweet, reproof to ſay: 


„ The lark to Heav'n her grateful mattins ſings: 
6% Then, Peter, alſo ope thy tuneful throat, 
« And, happy in a faſcinating note, 

„ Riſe and bewitch the beſt of Kings.” 


Renee Do! 


: > —___— 


Howe'er the world t' abuſe me may be-giv'n, 

I cannot do without CROWN D HEADS, by Heav'n! 
Bards muſt have ſubjects that their genius ſuit 
And if I've not Crown'd Heads, I muſt be mute. 


My verſe is ſomewhat like a game at Whiſt; 
Which game, though play'd by people e er ſo keen, 
Cannot with much ſucceſs, alas! exiſt, 


Except their hands poſſeſs a King and Queen. 
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I own, my Muſe delights in royal folk : 
|  Lead-mines, producing many pretty pounds! 
Joꝝ MILLARSV, furniſhing a fund of joke! * i 

Lo, with a fund of joke a court abounds ! 


At royal follies, Lord! a lucky hit | 

Saves our poor brains th' expence of wit: 

At Princes let but Satire lift his gun, 

The more their feathers fly, the more the fun. 
'E'en the whole world, blockheads and men of letters, 
Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. 


And, vice werſi, Kings and 8 
Know pretty well what ſcandal means, 
And love it too—yes, Majeſty's a grinner: 
Scandal that really would diſgrace a ſtable 
Hath oft been beckoned to a royal table, 
And pleas'd a princely palate more than dinner. 


I know the world exclaimeth in this guiſe 
« Suppoſe a King not over wife, 
« (A vice in Kings not very oft ſuſpeted) 

„ Suppoſe he does this childiſh thing, and hie, 
4 Tf folly conſtitutes a Monarch's bliſs, 

Shall ſuch by ſaucy poets ſtand corrected 2. 
« Bold is the man,” old Parſon Calchas * cries, ] 
«* Who tells a Monarch where his error Hes. | 


FA 


Vide Homer. 4d?) f 1 
| & Grant | 
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« Grant that a King in converſe cannot ſhine, 
40 And ſharp with ſhrewd remark. a world alarm 
6 What buſineſs, Peter Pindar, 1s't of thine ? 


6 Grant puerilities—pray where's the harm d- 


_ 
To this 1 anſwer, „I don't think a King | 

« Will go to hell for ev'ry childiſh thing —- 

« Yet mind, I think that one 1n his great ſtation 
Should ſhow ſublime example to a nation: 


« And when an eagle he ſhould ſpring 
„To drink the ſolar blaze on tow'ring wing; 
«© With daring and undazzled eyes; 
Not be a ſparrow upon chimneys hopping, 
% His head in holes and corners Popping 
| 6 For flies.” 


Tom, Im not grĩevꝰd that thou haſt chang'd thy note; 
And op'd on Windſor wall thy tuneful throat; 2 
For verily it is a rare old maſs! | 
Nor angry that to WES thou doſt defrend 
The King's great painting oracle and friend, 
Who teacheth IERVAVS how ta ſpoil good glaſs. 


But, fon of I SIS, fince amidſt this ode, 
Thou talk'ſt of painting, like an ardent lover, 
Of panes of glaſs now daubing over, 
Dimming delightfully the great abode; 


Speak—know'ft thou aught of RAPHAEL'S rare Car- 


I have not ſeen them, Tom, for many moons! [zone # 
Why 
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I own, my Muſe delights in royal folk: 
Lead-mines, producing many pretty pounds! 
Jox Mirrans, furniſhing a fund of joke! 
Lo, with a fund of joke a court abounds ! 


- 


At royal follies, Lord! a lucky hit | 
Saves our poor brains th? expence of wit: 
At Princes let but Satire lift his gun, 
The more their feathers fly, the more the fu. 
E'en the whole world, blockheads and men of letters, 
Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. 


And, vic“ verſa, Kings and Queens 
Know pretty well what ſcandal means, 
And love it too—yes, Majeſty's a grinner : 
Scandal that really would diſgrace a ſtable 
Hath oft been beckoned to a royal table, 
And pleas'd a princely palate more than dinner. 


I know the world exclaimeth in this guiſe : 
 & Suppoſe a King not over wife, 
| « (A vice in Kings not very oft ſuſpected) 
„ Suppoſe he does bis childiſh thing, and ghic, 
» Tf folly conſtitutes a Monarch's bliſs, 
& Shall ſuch by ſaucy poets ſtand corrected? 


« Bold is the man,“ old Parſon Calchas * cries,. 7 
« Who tells a Monarch where his error lies. : 
| | . 


* Vide Homer.) . » 
| 6 Grant 
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50 Grant that a King in converſe cannot ſhine, 

« And ſharp with ſhrewd remark a world alarm 5 
« What buſineſs, Peter Pindar, is't of thine ? 

« Grant puerilities—pray where's the harm?“ 


To this I anſwer, “ I don't think a King 

« Will go to hell for ev'ry childiſh thing — 
„Vet mind, I think that one in his great ſtation 
“ Should ſhow ſublime conmple to a nation: : 


6 And 1 an eagle he ſhould 18 

« To drink the ſolar blaze on tow'ring wing; 
„With daring and undazzled eyes; | 

«© Not be a ſparrow upon chimneys hopping, 
His head i in holes and corners Pepping. 

| 6 For flies. 


Tom, I'm not griev'd that thou haſt chang'd thy note; 
And op'd on Windſor wall thy tuneful throat; 

For verily it is a rare old maſs! | 

Nor angry that to WEs r thou doſt a 

The King's great painting oracle and friend, 

Who teacheth IERVASs how ta ſpoil good glaſs. 
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But, ſon of Isis, fince amidſt this ode, 

Thou talk'ſt of painting, like an ardent lover, 

Of panes of glaſs now daubing oven, 
Dimming delightfully the great abode ;: 
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Speak —know' & thou aught of Rarnakr's rare Car- 


I have not ſeen them, Tom, for many moons! [zoone # 
| — — _ 
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Why did'ſt thou not, amidſt thy rhyming fit, 
Of thoſe moſt heav'nly pictures talk a bit 
For which the NATION paid down ev'ry / ? 
Rare pictures, brought long ſince from Hamproy 
And by a /el/-taught CARPENTER cut ſhort, [ Court, 
'To ſuit the pannels of the QuEEX's old houſe. 


So ſays report—TI hope it is not true 
And yet I very believe it too; 
It is ſo like /ome people T could name, 


Whoſe pericraniums walk a little lame. 


Beſhrew me, kat” it brings to mind 
A cutting ſtory, much of the ſame- kind! 


It happ'd at PLymouTH town ſo fair and ſweet, 
Where wandering gutlers, wandering gutlers meet, 
Making in ſhow'rs of rain a monſtrous pother; 
Bart'ring, like Rac-rair Jews, with one the other, 
With carrots, cabbage-leaves, and breathleſs cats, 

| Potatoes, turnip-tops, old rags, and hats: 


A town that brings to mind Swirr's City Show'r—- 
Where clouds to waſh its face for ever pour 
A town where Beau-traps under water grin, . | 
Inviting gentle ſtrangers to walk in; 2 
Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the flood, 8 
Prepar'd to crown their viſitors with mud. 


A town where parſons for the [wing fight, E 
On every vacancy, with godly might,, , _ .. 1 


Dr 
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Like wreſtlers for lac'd hats _ back breedkes; 3 
Where oft the prieſt who beſt his lungs e 
To make the rareſt diabolic noiſe, | 

With fureft chance of vict'ry preaches : : 
Whoſe empty ſounds alone his labours bleſs ; 
Like cannon fir'd by veſſels in diſtreſs. | 


A town where, exiPd by the Higher Pow'rs, 

The ROYAL Tar with indignation lours; 

| Kept by his Sins from London, and from fing 
To ſay his Catechiſm to Miſtreſs Wy xx. 


THE PLYMOUTH CARPENTER AND 


THE COFFINS. 


IN the laſt war French pris'ners often died 
Of fevers, colds and more good things beſide : 
Preſents for valour, from damp walls and chinks, 

And nakedneſs, that ſeldom ſees a ſhirt; 
And vermin, and all ſorts of dirt; 

And multitudes of motley ſtinks, 
That might with ſmells of any clime compare 
That ever ſought the noſe or fields of air. 


As coffins are deem'd neceſſary things, 
Forming a pretty ſort of wooden wings 

For wafting men to graves, for t'other world ; 
Where anchor'd, (doom'd to make no voyages more, 
The rudders of our ſouls are put aſhore, 


And all the ſails for ever furl'd. : 
| | Z | ; A cars 
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A carpenter, firſt couſin to the May's, 
Higbt maſter Screw, a man of reputation, 
Got leave, through borough int'reft, to prepare 
Good wooden lodgings for the Gallic nation: 
I mean, for luckleſs Frenchmen that were dead; 


And very well indeed 5SCREW's contract ſped. 


— . 
2 — — — 


I — 


rr 


| His good friend Death made” n 6 
As if they play' d into each other's hands; 
As if the Carpenter and Death went ſnacks 
Wiſhing to make as much as e er they coud 
By this ſame contract coffin wood, 
For ſuch as Death. h. had thrown upon their backs. 


This carpenter, like men of other trades 


Whom conſcience very eaſily perſuades 
To take from neighbours uſeleſs e ; 


Reſolv d upon an œconomic plan, 
Which ſhows that in the character of man 


Economy 3 is not an incongruity. 


I know ſome Monarchs ſay the ſame—whoſe pulſes | 
Beat high for iv ry chairs and beds and bulſes. 


Fo bs. this man of economic ſort 
Made all his coffins much too ſhort, 
Yet ſnugly he accommodates the dead 
Cuts off, with much /ang froid, the head, 
And then to keep it ſafe as well as warm, 
He gravely puts it underneath the arm; 


Making 
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Making his dead man quite a PARIS beau. 


4 


Huggin 8 his jowl en chapeau bras. 


* 
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BUT, Thomas, now to thoſe Cartoons of fame 
Do aſk thy Sov'reign in my name 

What's to be done with thole rare pictures next 3 
Some months ago, by night, they travell'd down 
To the Queen' s Houſe in Windſor town, 
_= At which the London folks were vaſtly vex'd. 


For if thoſe fine Cartoons, as hiſt'ry ſays, 

Were (much to this great nation's praiſe) 
Bought for the nation's ſole inſpection; 

L 2 d, to ſuffer any man to feel em, 

Or ſuffer any forward dame to ſteal 'em, 

Would be a national refle&ion. 


Tom, aſk, to STRELITZ if they're doom'd to go, 
Becauſe the walls are naked there I know 


Strelitz a mouſe-hole is, all dark and drear 
And ſhou'd the pictures be inclin'd to ſtray, 
Not hking Strehtz, they may loſe their way, 

And ramble to ſome: Fee auctioneer: 


Where, like poor captur'd negroes in a knot, 
The holy wand'rers may be made a lot 


| And, like the goods at Garraway's we handle, 
Chritt and the Saints be ſold * inch of candle ! 
Dearly 


0 


5 We bound from rock to rock like goats and hep; 4 
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Dearly beloved "Thomas, to conclude ! 
(I ſee thee ready to bawl out Amen 7) 
Joking apart, don't think me rude | ; 
For wiſhing to inſtruct thy lyric pen. 


Whether like trout and eels in humble pride, 
Along the ſimple ſtream of proſe we glide; 
Or ſtirring from below a cloud of mud, 


Like whales we flounder through the lyric flood; 


Or, if a paſt'ral image charms thee more; 
Whether the vales of proſe our feet explore, 
Or rais'd ſublime on Ope's atrial ſteep, 


Whether we dine with Dokes on fifty diſhes, 
Or, poet-like, againſt our wiſhes, 

On beef or pork, an economic crumb, 
(Perchance not bigger? than our thumb, 
Turn'd by a bit of packthread at the Ty 
To fatisfy our hunger's keen defire 

A good old proverb let us keep in view=—— 
Viz. Thomas, Give the Dev'l his due.” | 


Whether a Monarch, iſuing high command, 
Smiles us to court, and ſhakes us by the hand ; 
Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the ſhoulder, 
And bid our tuneful harps in priſon moulder; 
Sell not (to meanneſs ſunk) one golden 3 
The Musk's incenſe for a gill of wine. 


This 
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This were a poor excuſe of thine, my friend 
« Few are the people that my Ode attend: 
I'm like a country clock, poor, lonely thing, 

6 That on the ſtair- caſe, or behind the door, 
« Cries * Cuckow, Cuckow, juſt at twelve and four, 
“ And chimes that vulgar tune, God ſave the 
; « King.” 


Oh! if deſerting Wixpsonk's lofty tow'rs, 

To fave a ſix-pence in his barrack bow'rs, 

A Monarch ſhuffles from the world away, 

And gives to FoLLy's whims the buſtling day 
From ſuch low themes thy promis'd praiſe recall, 
And ſing more wonders of the old Mup Warr. 
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avant notre Académie des Sciences. Elle n'a point de recom- 
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PETERS PROPHECY : 


| 1 | 7525 is a ; | 
THE PRESIDENT AND POET; 
e | on, | | 


AN IMPORTANT EPISTLE TO SIR J. BANKS, 


ON THE APPROACHING ELECTION 


a 23 "OE A | | 
PRESIDENT OF THE ROYAL. SOCIETY. 
"Tros, Rutiliſve fuat, nullo diſcrimine habebo. VIRGIL. 


Rank 1s a farce—if people fools will be, 
A ſcavenger and King 's the ſame to me. 


La Socicte Royale de Londres fit forme en | 1660, ſix Aus 


pences comme la notre; mais auſſi elle eſt libre. Point de ces 
Diſtinctions defagreables, inventees par I ABBE Brcnox, qui 


3 2 . . = 
diſtribua I Academie des Sciences en /avars qu'on payait, et en 


honoraries qui n'ctoient pas ſavars, La Société de Londres 
independante, et n'etant encourage que par elle meme, a eté 
compoſce de Sujets qui on trouvè le Calcul de I'Infini, les Lois 
de la Lumiere, celles de Peſanteur, l' Aberration des Etoiles, le 
Teleſcope de Reflexion, la Pompe a feu, le Microſcope ſolaire, 
et beaucoup d' autres Iventions auſſi utiles qu' admirables. 


Qu' auroient fait de plus ces GRAN DS Hommes s'ils avoient 


_ete Penſionnaries ou Honoraries ? 


VoL TaiRE, ſur la Societe Royale. 


A SUN 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 235 


* 4 hw... tm — 


: - m— 


A SUBLIME AND POETICAL EXOR DIUM, IN WHICH THE BARD 
APPLAUDETH HIMSELF, CONDEMNETH HIS SOVEREIGN, 
AND CONDESCENDETH TO INSTRUCT SIR JOSEPH BANKS, 
. R. $.-— ANECDOTE OF JULIUS CASAR AND A CONJUROR 
—PETER DWELLETH WITH MUCH SOLEMNITY ON THE 
GLOOMY MONTH OF NOVEMBER, AND COMPARETH SIR 
JOSEPH BANKS TO JUPITER AND MR, SQUIB—ASKETH 
SHREWD QUESTIONS—SIR JOSEPH COMPREHENDETH THEIR | 
SAGE MEANING, AND FLIETH INTO A PASSION, AND 
BOASTETH HOW HE REVENGETH HIMSELF ON THE FUN 
THE WORLD ENJOYETH AT HIS EXPENCE—SIR JOSEPH 
ANIMADVERTETH WISELY ON A FALL FROM THE PRE. 
SIDENCY TO THE STATE OF A'SIMPLE FELLOW, OBLIQUELY 
AND NOBLY HINTING AT A FEW TRAITS OF HIS OWN 
CHARACTER——PETER REPLIETH WITH GOOD ADVICE, Ex- 
MIBITING AT THE SAME TIME ACUTE KNOWLEDGE or 
THE SEXUAL SYSTEM IN BOTANICAL AFFAIRS—SIR Jo- 
SEPH REFUSETH PETER'S COUNCIL==PETER MENTIONETH 
MEN OF SCIENCE, WHOM SIR JOSEPH SCORNE T H=—=SIR 
JOSEPH LETTETH THE CAT OUT OF THE BAG, AND 
SHEWETH PRINCIPLES INIMICAL TO THE CAUSE OF TRUE 
PHILOSOPHY, BY WISHING TO MAKE GREAT MEN PEL= 
Lows, INSTEAD OF WISE MEN=—PETER MORALISETH 
WITH PROFUNDITY, AND FLAPPETH THE BUGS. OF FOR= 
TUNE FOR DARING, ON ACCOUNT or THEIR MAMMON,, 
TO PLACE THEMSELVES ON A LEVEL WITH GENIU9——SIR. 
JOSEPH MAKETH MORE DISCOVERY OF HIS DISPOSITION, 
BY 'ABUSING PAIN TING, POETRY, AND MUSIC, AND WISH= 
ETH TO TREAD IN THE STEPS OF HIS SOVEREIGN—PE= 
TER ILLUSTRATETH THE PRESIDENT'S MODE or CATCH= 
ING AT AN ARGUMENT, BY A BEAUTIFUL SPIDER SIMILE 
smn JOSEPH BOASTETH OF HIS TEA AND TOAST WEA= 

FONS——PETER ANIMADVERTETH, WITH. HIS USUAL WIS 
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bon, ON THE MIRACULOUS POWERS OF MEAT WHEN 
| APPLIED TO AN HUNGRY STOMACH —SIR JOSEPH FINDETH 
OUT A NEW ROAD TO THE HEART—BOASTETH OF ROY AL, 
FAVOUR—PETER SMILETH AT IT, AND FRIGHTENETH SIR 
JOSEPH—SIR JOSEPH ENQUIRETH THE WORLD'Ss OPINION 
or HIMSELF—PETER GIVETH IT WITHOUT CEREMONY= | 
SIR JOSEPH CURSE TH=PETER PRAYETH HIM TO BE 
QUIET, PROCEEDETH, AND TELLETH TERRIBLE THINGS 
— SIR JOSEPH SWEARE TH—PRAISE TH HIMSELF —PETER 
ANSWERE TH=SIR JOSEPH PRAISETH HIMSELF AGAIN FOR 
BEING ABLE TO LEAD GREAT FOLKS BY THE NOSE, AND 
BRAGGE TH OF ROYAL WHISPERS—PETER GUESSETH AT 
THE ROYAL WHISPERS, AND EXPRESSETH PLEASURE 
THEREAT——AGAIN BOASTETH THE PRESIDENT OF WHAT 
HE CAN DO—FETER SOLEMNLY SMILETH IN A SUPERB | 
SIMILE TAKEN FROM WILD BEASTS—SIR JOSEPH VAUNT- 
ETH ON HIS GREAT ACQUAINTANCE WITH VEGETABLES 
AND MONKEYS—PEFER ACQUIESCETH IN HIS MONKEY 
WISDOM, BUT DENIETH ITS IMPORTANCE, AND TURNETH 
BUTTERFLY AND EGG KNOWLEDGES OVER TO IDLE 
OLD MAIDS—PETER ACKOWLEDGETH THE MERITS or 
INDIAN, BOOBY, AND NODDY KILEING; LIZARD, BAT, 
SCURVY- GRASS, AND LADY= SMOCK HUNTING, YET 
_ PIFFERETH WITH SIR JOSEPA AS TO THE IDEA OF 17s 
IMPORTANCE——THE PRESIDENT AGAIN BOASTETH—PETFR 
 SOLEMNLY REPLYETH, AND TELLETH STRANGE MAT- 


TERS OF SIR WILLIAM HAMIL TON—S8IR JOSEPH BREAKETH 


OUT VIOLENTLY, AND WITH AN AIR OF DEFIANCE, ON 
THE SUBJECT OF MR. HERSCHEL —PETER ACQUIESCETH, 
IN SOME MEASURE, ON THE MERITS OF MR. HERSCHEL, 
AND PROPHESIETH MORE DISCOVERIES BY THIS as TRORo- 
MER THAN STRUCK THE IMAGINATION OF SIR JOSEPH— 
PETER PROPHECIETH OF THE FUTURE GRANDEUR OF CHEL= 
| © 7 TENUAN 
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TENHAMu, BY MEANSOF MILLS TO SUPPLY THE GREAT FLUX: 
or THE PEOPLE WITH PAPER—PETER GIVE TH MOREG!ORY 
TO MR.HERSCHEL'S GLASS, THAN TO MR. HERSCHEL'S HEAD— 
SIR JOSEPH GROWE TH ABUSIVE—PETER PROPERLY RE 
PLIETH—SIR JOSEPH AGAIN TRIUMPHETH=—PETER CT- 
TETH HIM DOWN FOR HIS LAUD ON HIS GRACE OF MANL 
BOROUGH'S SPY=GL ASS - DISCOVERIES, AND JOHN HUNTER'S: 
sows AND PARTRIDGES—SIR JOSEPH PLUMETH HIMSELF 
ON DR. BLAGDEN——PETER PRAISETH DR. BLAGDEN=—SIR 
JOSEPH PRAISE TH SIR BENJAMIN THOMP9gON, LORD MUL= 
GRAVE, AND THE UNASSUMI!NG QUAKER DR. LETTSOMR 3, 


MOREOVER PRAISETH THE DOCTOR'S HOBBY-HORSE, MAN= 


GEL WORSAL, ALIAS WURTZEL=——SIR JOSEPH ENQUIRETH 
THE MERITS OP MR, AUBERT, THE SILKMAN=—PETER 
EMILETH AND ANSWERETH” WITTILY—SIR JOSEPH EN- 
QUIRETH ABOUT MR. DAINES BARRINGTON-—PETER An- 
SWERETH IN LIKE MANNER—SIR JOSEPH'S IRE BOILETH 
OVER—PETER LAUGHETH PETER COMETH TO THE 
POINT, AND TELLETH THE PRESIDENT IN PLAIN. TER MS, 
THAT HE MUST DEPEND ON THE MANY, MORE THAN 
ONE, MEANING OUR MOST GRACIOUS KING==SIR JOSEPM 
 EXCLAIME TH WITH HIS USUAL VULGARITY, AND TAX= 
TH THE REVOLTING MEMBERS WITH INGRATITUDE, AND 
FLIETH TO MEAT AND DRINK FOR HIS PUTURE SUPPOR T- 
ERS—PETER PRAISETH MEAT AND DRINK, YET INS1ST= 
ETH ON THE TRUTH OF AN INTENDED REBELLION=— 
SIR JOSEPH, IN A STRAIN OF DESPONDENCY, LOOKE TH TO- 


THE LORD FOR SUPFORT—PETER GIVETH HIM NG HOPES | 


FROM THAT QUARTER—SIR JOSEPH, IN A TYGER-LIKE 
ANNE R, BREAKETH OUT INTO A RAGE AND BY9AST- 
I G- PETER ACKNOW!LEDGETH HIS MERITS, BUT IN= 
FORMETH THE PRESIDENT OF THEIR INSUFFICIENCY =— 
5IR JOSEPH VOWETH TO PLAY THE DEVIL=PETER Ex- 
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ALTETH SIR JOSEPH'S INTENDED MANCEUVRE BY A com- 
PARISON OF A MIRACLE FREQUENTLY WORKED IN POPISH 
COUNTRIES ON RATS AND GRASSHOPPERS—PETER STILL 
HARPETH ON THE OLD STRINO OF SOMETHING MORE—— 
SIR JOSEPH ADDUCETH MORE INSTANCES OF MERIT, SUCH | 
AS EATING MATTERS THAT WOULD MAKE A HOTTEN= 
TOT VOMIT—PETER ACKNOWLEDGETH SIR JOSEPH'S UN= 
' COMMON STOMACH=-POWERS, AND TRIUMPHS OVER REP=- 
TILES; BUT WITH OBSTINACY INSISTETH UPON IT, THAT 
SOMETHING MORE MUST BE ATCHIEVED—THE PRESIDENT 
UPON THIS, MOST WICKEDLY, YET MOST HEROICALLY DE= 
CLARETH, THAT HE WILL THEN SWALLOW AN ALIGATOR 
—PETER DISSUADETH SIR JOSEPH, LIKE A FRIEND, FROM 
HIS BOLD INTENTION, AND RECOMMENDETH A MEAL 
OF A MILDER QUALITY. 


The BAnp, who filPd with Friendſhip's pureſt fire, 
Tun'd to a mighty King the moral lyre ; 

With all the magic of the Muſe's art,  ” 
Smil'd at his foibles, and enlarg'd * his heart 

_ Ungrateful Prince! like moſt of modern times,. 
Who never thank'd the poet for his rhymes : 

The BAR D with Wiſdom's voice ſublimely ſtrong, 


Who ſcar'd the maids of honour with his ſong, 


* Verily the Lyzic Bard hath cauſe of triumph by 
means of a few hints, the cloſe fiſt of Royal economy hath becn 
a little unclenched. By God's grace and the Poet's good 
health, greater things are likely to be . is 
the power of /ong / 


Turn: d 
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Turn'd courtiers pale, and turn'd to ſilent wonder 
Ambaſſador's, at TruTn's deep tone of thunder; 
Who in 2heir country, (ſuch a timid thing!) 
Was never known to whiſper to a King: 

The BaRD who dar'd undaunted thus to tow'r, 
And boldly oracles to princes pour, 

Stoops from the zenith of his eagle flight 

To give inſtruction to a /mple Knight. 


To Csan, who th' advice with ſcorn repaid, 

% Beware the /des of March,” a Conf'ror ſaid. 
More rev'renc'd let a conj'ror ſay, 
« Beware, Sir JosEPn BAN ks, St. Andrew's day.” 
Near is the gloomy month, and gloomy hour, 
When of your plumage ſtrip'd, and fav'rite pow'r, 
You quit that mace and pompous chair of ſtate, 
And ceaſe Lord Paramount of Moth debate, 
That awe-inſpiring hammer'd fiſt to rear, 
Like ſcepter'd Jove, and SQUIB the AUCTIONEER ! 


” SIR JOSEPH. 
Well ! what's November's* gloomy month or hour ? 
The day which raviſhes, reſtores my pow'r. 
PETER. ©. 
Perchance Ambition may be doom'd to mourn ! 


Perchance your honours may no more return ! 


85 On the chirtieth of November the Preſident is annually 
| elected. 
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| Think what a hoſt of enemies you make 


What feeling mind would be a Burr at ſtake? 
Pinch d by this mongrel, by that maſtiff torn : 
Who'd make a feaſt to treat the public ſcorn ? 


Who'd be a BEAR that graſps his club with pride 


With which his Dancing Maſter drubs his hide ? 
None, dear Sir JosEPH, but the arrant'ſt tool 
Turns butt to'catch the ſhafts of ridicule. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Your Es friend, I * divine ! 


PETER. 


ve. quit "I life 9288 chair reſi ign, reign, / 


SIR JOSEPH. 


No ! with contempt the grinning nol I ſee, 
And always laugh at thoſe who laugh at me. 


PETER. 


Jo ſteal a point, then, may I never thrive, 


But you muſt be the merrief man alive. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Good !- 
vember, | 

To lofe the chair, and ſneak a IG 1 8 - 

Sit on a bench, mumchance, without my hat *, 

Sunk from a Lion to a tame Tom Cat : 


The Preſident always wears his hats 


but, my friend, 8 be a black No 


Jul 
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Juſt like a ſchool-boy trembling o'er his book, 
Afraid to move, or ſpeak, or think, or look, 
When Mr. Prefident, with maſtiff air, 
Vouchſafes to grumble “ Silence” from the chair. 


PETER. 
All this i 18 e to be fure, | 
And more than fleſh and blood can well endure ! f 
Then to your turnip-ficlds in peace retire : 
Return like CINc1NNATUS, country ſquire: 
Go with your wiſdom, and amaze the Boors 
With apple · tree, and ſhrub, and flow'r amours; 
And tell them all, with wide-mouth'd wonder big, 
How gnats * can make a cuckold of a fig. 
Form fly clubs, ſhell clubs, weed clubs, if you pleaſe, 
Aud proudly reign the PRESIDENT of 7heſe : 
Go, and with periwinkle wiſdom charm; _ 
With loves of lobſters, oyſters, crabs, alarm ; 
And tell them how, like ours, the females woo'd, 
By kiſſing, people all the realms of mud: 


"Thus, though proud Loxpon dares refuſe you fame, 


The towns of L1NCOLNSHIRE ſhall raiſe your name, 
Knock down the bear, and bull, and calf, and king, 
And bid Six JOSEPH on their ſign- poſts ſwing. 


SIR JOSEPH, 
No! Rack I've fairly mounted Fortune's maſt, 


Till Fate ſhall chop my hands off, I'll hold faſt, 


* Sce the Natural Hiſtory of the Fig. 
| © PETER. 
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And yet, Sir Joſeph, fame reports you ſtole 

To Fortune's top-maſt through the /ubber-hole * 
Think of the men whom Science ſo reveres! | 
HoRsLEvY and WILSON, MASKEYLYNE, MasERES, 


Laxpex and HonnsBy, ATwooD, GLENIE, Hur- 
. TON, 


— 
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SIR JOSEPH, 
Blockheads for whom 1 do not care a button ! 
Fools, who to mathematics would confine us, 
And bother all our ears with 92 and minus. 


| PETER, 
No more they ſearch the philoſophic mine, 
To bid the Journals with their labours ſhine, 
And yeild a glorious ſplendour to the page, 
Such as when NEWTOox, HALLEY grac'd the age! 
Retir'd, thoſe members now behold with ſighs 
The dome, like Egypt, ſwarm with frogs and flies 
And you, the PARA ORH too without remorſe, 
The ſtubborn parent of the reptile curſe; 
See Wiſdom yield to Folly's rude controul; 
Jove's 87 murder'd by a mouſing owl * 


| | SIR JOSEPH. 
Poh! . my friend, I've ftar-gazers ak; $ 
T now look round for different kind of ſtuff: : 


, A part of a ſhip well known to ſeamen. 
+ Vide Shakſpeare. 


 Befides 
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Belides—untitled members are mere ſwine; 
I wiſh for princes on my lift to ſhine 

[I'll have a company of ſtars and ſtrings ; 
I'll have a proud ſociety of ings! 

I'll have no miſerable ſqueal tom-tit, 


| Whilſt Fortune offers pheaſants to my ſpit ! 


For me, the Dev'l may take a nameleſs fry 


| No ſprats, no ſprats, whilſt whales can feaſt my eye. 


PETER. 


Thus on a ſtall, amid a country fair, 
Old Women ſhew of gingerbread their ware! 

King David and Queen BATHSHEBA behold, 

Strut from their dough majeſtic, grac'd with gold! 
King $0LOMON fo great in all his glory, 

The Queen of SHEBA too, renown'd in ſory !. 

The Grannies theſe diſplay with doting eyes; 

Delighted ſee them all the louts ſurpriſe z _ 

Whilſt no poor bak'd plebeian, great or ſmall, 

Dares ſhow his ſneaking noſe upon the fall! 


Sir Joſeph, do not fancy, that by fate 
Great wiſdom goes with titles and eſtate! 
I grant that pride and inſolence appear 
Where purblind FoxTUNE thouſands gives a-year. 
Too many of Fortune's inſects have I ſeen, 
Proud of ſome little name, with ſcornful mien, 
High o'er the head of modeſt Genius riſe, 
Pert, foppiſh, whiffling, flutt'ring butter dies! 

— © Weak 
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Weak imps! on whom the planets all fo kind, 
In pity to their poverty of mind, 

Around them treaſure bountifully ſhed, 
Convinc'd the fools would want a bit of bread. 


Since truth muſt out, wer ke, my biting friend, 
Philoſophers my ſoul with horror rend ; 
Whene'er their mouths are open'd, I am mum—— 
Plague take 'em, ſhould a Preſident be dumb? 
I loathe the arts—the univerſe may know-it—— 
I hate a painter, and TI hate a poet 
To theſe two ears a bear Marcus: growls, 
Mana and BiLLINGToN a brace of owls. 
© To circles of pure ignorance conduct me; 

I hate the company that can in//ru@ me ; 
I wiſh to imitate my King, ſo nice, 
Great Prince, who ne'er was known to take advice! 
Who keeps no company (delightful plan!) 

That dares be wiſer than himſelf, good man! 


* 


PETER. 


In troth, Sir Joſeph, 1 have often ſeen xe 
Look in debate a izle like a ninny, 

Struggling to graſp the ſenſe with mouth, hands, eyes, 
And with the philoſophic Speaker riſe ; 
Juſt like a ſpider bruſh'd by Susaxn's broom. 


'T* hat tries to claw its thread, and mount the room, 
£ Poor 
I : 
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* 


Poor ſprawling reptile, but with humble air 
Condemn'd to ſneak away behind a chair. 


SIR JOSEPH. 
Still to the point—a rout let flows make; 
My pow'r is too well fix'd for /uch to ſhake 
My ſure artillery hath o'ercome a hgft. 


PETER. | 
I own the great, paſt pow'rs of tea and toaſt ! 
Ven'ſon 's a CæsAR in the fiercelt fray ; 
Turtle an ALEXANDER in its way: 
And then, in quarrels of a lighter nature, 
Mutton 's a moſt ſucceſsful Mediator! 
So much ſuperior is the ſtomach's ſmart 
To all the vaunted horrors of the heart ; | 
E'en Love, who often triumphs in his grief, 
Hath ceas'd to feed on ſighs to feed on beef. 


| SIR JOSEPH. | 
Yes, yes, my friend, my tea and butter'd rolls 
Have found an eaſy paſs to people's ſouls : 
My well-tim'd dinners (certain folks revere) 
Have left this eaſy boſom nought to feat. 
The turnpike road to people's hearts, 1 find, 
Lies through their guts, or T miſtake mankind ; 
Beſides, whilſt thus T boaſt my Sov'reign's ſmile, 
Let raggamuffins rage, and rogues revile. 
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PETER. 


Alas! Sir Joſeph! grant the Kine you pleaſe; 
Which ev'ry Courtier's eye with envy ſees ; 

A glorious thing too, no man can deny it; 
"Though no man ever got a ſix-pence by it; | 
Yet of our lucky iſland, certain Kincs, 

Far from all. mighty, are not mighty things ; 


And though with many a wren you make him bleſt, 
And many tomtit's egg and tomtit's net; _ 
And many a monkey ſtuff 'd to mak him grin, 
And many a flea and beetle on a pin; 
And promiſe (to cajole the royal mind) 
To make his butcher member, and his hind; 
It is not he, with Polyphemus ſtare, 
And ſtern command, perpetuates the Chair! 
J know that diſaffection taints the throng, 
Aud know the world is laviſh in its Our: 


. 


UL SIR JOSEPH. 

Ah! tell me fairly without more delay, 

What *tis the blackguard world hath dar'd to ſay; 
Perhaps a pretty devil I'm pourtray'd ; | 
The world's free bruſh deals d- = in ſhade. 


— | PETER. | 
Thus, then, How dares that man his carcaſe ſquat, 
Bold in the ſacred chair where Newton ſat 

| 46 Whoſe eye could NAruxx's darkeſt veil pervade, 


40 And, ſun-hke, view the ſolitary MAID; 
| 5 i 66 Purſue : 
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Paris the Wand'rer throah each ſecret maze, 
« And on her labours dart a noon-tide blaze? 
« When to the chair BAxks forc'd his bold 1 8 


* crawl d a bug upon the monument. 


SIR JOSEPH; 


Curſe them 


PE TER. 


Have patience, dear Sir Falun TOE. 
L have not mention'd half the people ſay : 
Thus then again, © He beats the bears, ſo oh 
With bull-dog aſpe&, and with brains of mud: 
© His words, like {tones for pavements, make us ſtart ; 
Rude, roughly rumbling, tumbling from the cart; 
Who for importance all his lungs employs, 
„And thinks that words, like drums, were made for 


« A fellow ſo unqualified to ſnine! Ic̃gndiſe 


Who never to the Journals gave a line; 

But into SWEDEN caſt a fox-like look, 

And caught Gooſe Dux AxpR to write his book *. 
% Such is the mania for the claps of Fame, 

S8 ſought by many a *Squire and gentle Dame, 
„ Reſembling Beggars that on alms grow fat; 
„Who, if too weak themſelves to make a brat, 


* A moſt pompous birth in the botanical way is to make its 
appearance ſoon ; Sir Joſeph the reputed father, though Jona s 
Dryander, the Swede, his ſecretary, begets it. 
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wrong, T he Preſident replied, like a man, that it was not in 
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Buy children up to melt the travler's eye, 
And from his pocket call the charity. 


& Through Him each trifle-hunter that can bring 
A grub, a weed, a moth, a beetle's Ng; 
Shall to a FELLOw's drgnity ſucceed; 
Witneſs Lord CnATHAM and his piſo-a-bed * 
How had he powers to muſter up the face 

« To aſk a PRESIDENT's important place? 

«© How with a matchleſs inſolence to dare 

Us e and Joc PRINGLE IT from the chair: 

* A moth- 


* FVulgarly called Dandelion. Something of this kind, a 


moſt wonderful ſpecies!) was preſented by the eideſt born 


of the great P:TT, for which he was created F. R. S. 


+ About the year 1779, conduRors were ordered to be 
placed near all our magazines to ſecure them from the effeds 
of lightning. A queſtion then aroſe, ebich would beſt ſue. 
ceed, Blurt or pointed conductors. Sir John Pringle, with the 
ſenſible part of the Society, were of opinion, as, indeed, was 
Dr. Franklin, that points were preferable—Sir Joſeph Banks, 


and his party, roared loudly for the blunts—The diſpute ran ſo 


high, that His Majeſty took a part in-it; and being rather par- 


tial to blunt conductors, thought to put an end to the matter by 


giving his own peremptorydecifion, and announcir g to the world 


the ſuperiority of No. To confirm his great and wiſe opi- 


nion, Noss were actually fixed on iron rods. at the end of 
Buckingham-Houſe. This, however, was not all; on the 
birth-day, His Majeſty deſired Sir John to give it to the world 
as the opinion of the Royal Society, that Dr. Franklin was 


his 
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«© A moth-hunter, a crab-catcher, a bat, 
« That owes its ſole exiſtence to a gnat ! 
« A hunter of the meaneſt reptile breed, 
& A f— that croſſes oceans for a weed! 


6 Ones: tow'ring SciexcE made Crane Court * 
& her home, 

« And heav'n-born WIspou patroniz d the dome; 
« With aweful aſpect at the portal ſhone, 
« And to her manſion woo'd the wiſe alone; 
„ Now at the door ſee moon-eyed FoLLy grin 
« Inviting birds-neſt hunters to come in: 
« Tdiots who ſpecks on eggs devoutly ken, 


„ And furbiſh up a folio on a wren.“ . 


Lou ſee the world, Sir Joſeph, ſcorns to flatter 


SIR JOSEPH. | 
By G—d! I think it hath not minc'd the matter. 
Yet, by the Pow'r who made me, PETER, know, 
I'm honour'd, ſtar'd at whereſoe'er I go! 


his power to reverſe the order of Nature. The Sovereign 


could not eaſily ſee that, and therefore repeated his com- 
mands.— Teized by the King, from time to time, to oppoſe 
the decided opinion of the rebellious Franklin, and the laws 


of Nature; and conſtantly barked at by Sir Joſeph and his 


moth-hunting phalanx; he reſigned the chair and returned to 


Scotland. — The honour was inſtantaneouſly ſnapped at and 


caught by the preſent poſſeſſor, ſuch as he is ! 
* The Royal Society's rooms are removed from Crane-Court 


to Somerſet. Place. | 
o 3 : Soon 
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Soon as a room I enter, lo, all ranks 
Get up to compliment Sir Joskrn Bax ks! 


| PETER» 


And then ſit down again, I do ſuppoſe ;. 

And then around the room a whiſper goes, 

Tord, that's Sir JostyH DANES how grand 
his look ! 

Who fail'd all round the 8 with Carrars 
Cook !”?, | 


L 5 


8IR- JOSEP He. 


Zounds ! what the devil's fame if this be not ? 25 


Nee * 
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Sir Joſeph, prithee don't be ſuch æ ſot 
Thoſe wonderful admirers, man, were dozens: 

Of freſh imported, ſtaring country Couſins ; 

To London come, the wax-work to devour, 
And fee their brother beaſts within the Tow'r:“ 
True fame is praiſe by men of cim giv'n, 
Whoſe ſouls diſplay ſome workmanſhip of Heav'n ; 
Not by the wooden million Nature's chips, | 
Whoſe twilight ſouls are ever in eclipſe ; 
Puppies! who, though on idiotiſm's dark brink, 
Becaule they ve heads, dare fancy they can 7hink.. 
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SIR JOSEPH, 


What though unletter'd *, I can lead the herd, 
And laugh at half the members to their beard, 
Frequent to Court I go, and *midft the ring, 

I catch moſt gracious whiſpers from the KI 


PETER. 
And well (I think) I hear each precious ſpeech,. 


In ſentiment ſublime, and language rich; 

« What's new, Sir Joszyn? what, what's new: 

ein out! © | 

„What's the ſociety, what, wha about ? 

40 Any more monſters, lizard, monkey, rat, 

« Egg, weed, mouſe, butterfly, pig, what, what, what? 

„ Toad, ſpider, graſshopper, Sir Jos: yn Baxks? 

„Any more thanks, more thanks, more thanks, 
more thanks? | 

6 * You. ſtill eat raw fleſh, beetle, viper bat, 

=66 Toad 0 frog, Sir F what, what what ??* 


Suck is, s language of the firſt of Ka. 
That many a ſighing heart with envy ftings ! 
And much I'm pleas'd to fancy that I hear 
Such wiſe and gracious whiſpers greet your ear: 


In ſpite of our objection to Sir Joſeph as a Preſident, we 

muſt allow his candour in acknowledging himſelf unlettered, as 

| ht really was refuſed his degree at CAMBRIDGE, though _ 
8 was implored to make him Paſs muſter, | 


Let, 
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Vet, if the greater part of members growl, 

Though owls themſelves, and curle you or an owl; 

And bent the great Sir Jos geH Banks to humble, 
_ Behold the Giant PRESIDENT muſt tumble. 


The GREAT, when beckon'd to, my cauſe ſhall aid, 


"Theſe ſhall ariſe, and with a ſingle frown, 
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SIR JOSE? H. 


Zounds! Sir, the Grrar-onEs to my whiſtle come; 
I have 'em ev'ry one beneath my thumb. 
Erxcrons, MarGRAvEs, PriNCEs, grace my li, 


And ſhall a few poor ragged rogues reſiſt, 
Becauſe a flock of aſtronomic gulls, 
The cobweb mathematics cloud their ſculls ? 


And happy think themſelves with thanks o'erpaid : 


Beat the bold front of oppolition down. 


PETER. 
Thus by a word, the SHowman at the Tow'n 


Exerts on brother ſavages his pow'r ; 
Bids Nero, Czsax, Pompey, ſpread their paws, 


And ſhow the dangers of their gaping jaws ! 


SIR JOSEPH. 
By Ben ns! I've merit, ſay whate' er you pe? 
Can name the vegetable tribes with eaſe 
What monkey walks the woods or climbs a tree 
Whole . 8 unknown to me ? | 


= PETER: 


PETER PIN DAR, ESQ. = 


PETER. 


I grant you, Sir, in monkey knowledge great; : 
Yet ſay, ſhould monkeys give you Newton's ſeat 2 55 
Such merit ſcarcely is enough to dub 

A man a member of a country club, 


With novel ſpecks on eggs to feaſt the eye, 
Or gaudy colours of a butterfly, 

Or new-found fibre of ſome graſſy blade, 

Well ſuits the idle hours of ſome old maid, 
(Whoſe ſighs each lover's vaniſh'd fighs deplore) 
To murder time when Cupids kill no more; 
Not men, who, lab'ring with a Titan mind, 
Should ſcale the ſkies to benefit mankind. 

I grant you full of anecdote, my friend 
Bons mots, and wond'rous ftories without end; 
Yet if a tale can claim, or jeſt ſo rare, | 


Ten thouſand gollips * demand the chair. 


To ſhoot 5 *, noddies, with ſuch ck h 
And pepper a poor Indian like a duck ; 

To hunt for days a lizard or a gnat, 

And run a dozen miles to catch a bat 


„Great and manifold were Sir Joſeph's triumphs over 
theſe defenceleſs animals, ſays Dr. Hawkeſworth's moſt mj- 
ſerable account; which might more properly be — 
The hiſtory of Sir Joſeph Banks, fo mann — is S 
the hero of the tale. _ 
| Ta 
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To e! in marſhes, and 1 to ſcale the rocks, 
Sublime, for ſcurvy-graſs and lady-ſmocks *, 
Are matters of proud triumph, to be ſure, | 
And ſuch as Fame's fair volume ſhould ſecure x. 
Yet to my mind, it is not ſuch a feat, 

As gives a man a claim to NewToN's ſeat. 


IMS 22 


| | SIR JOSEPH. 
Yet are there men of genius who ſupport me | 
Proud of my friendſhip, ſee Sir WILLIAM court me! 


| PETER, 
Great in the eating knowledge all allow ; 
Who. ſent you once the Sumen of a ſow Þ ; 
Far richer food than pigs that loſe their breath, 
Whipp'd, like poor ſoldiers on parades, to death. 
Sir W1L114am, hand and glove with NAPLEs' K1x6. 
Who made with rare antiques the nation ring; 
Who when Vxsvuvivs foam'd with melted matter, 
March'd up and clapp'd his noſe into the crater z 
Juſt with the ſame ſang froid that Joan the cook 
Caſts on her dumplings in the crock a look. | 
* See Hawkefworth's account of Captain Cook's Voyage. 
I Sir W. Hamir Ton, who ſent Sir Joſeph from Italy this 
precious preſent—The mode of making it properly is, by tying 
the teats of a ſow, ſoon after ſhe hath littered, continuing the 
ligature till the poor creature is nearly exhanſted with torture, 
and then cutting her throat. The effects of the milk diſfuſed 
through this belly part are ſo delicious, as to be thought to 
make. ample atonement for the barbarity, | 
But. 


- — _— 


— 


But more the world reports (J hope untrue) 

That half Sin WILLIAMu's Mugs and Gods are new; 
Himſelf the Baker of th? Etrurian ware, 

That made our Britiſh Antiquarians ſtare ; 

Nay, that he means ere long to croſs the main, | 
And at his Naples? oven ſweat again; 

And by his late ſucceſſes render'd bolder, 


To bake new mugs, and gods Tome ages older] 


SIR JOSEPH. 

Cod bleſs us! what to Herſchel dare you ſay, 
The aftronomic genius of the day, 
Who ſoon will find more wonders in the ſkies, 
And with more Georgium Siduſes ſurpriſe ? 

i 1 | PETER. | 
ore Ztnas in the Moon 
Perhaps mail coaches on her turnpike roads, 


more cinder loads! 


By ſome great Lunar PALMER taught to fly, 
To gain the gracious glances of the eye 

Of ſome penurious Prince of high degree, 

And charm the monarch with a p;/fage free; 

Such as to CHELT NAM waters urg'd their way, 
Where CLoacixa holds her eaſy ſway ; 

Where paper-mills ſhall load with wealth the town, 
And ev'ry ſhop ſhall deal in evhitiÞ-brown ; 


W here for the coach the King was wont to watch, 
Loaded with ſh fowl, bacon, and diſpatch * ; | 
Mr, PALMER very generogſiy offered His SOVEREIGN a 

1 mails 
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Eggs and ſmall-beer, potatoes, too, a ſtore, 
That coſt in CxLTvAM market two-pence more; 
| Converting thus a coach of matchleſs art, 
With two rare geldings, to a Sutler's cart. 
But, voluble Sir Joſeph—not ſo 8 
The fame of HERSCRHEL is a dy ing blaſt : 
When on the moon he firſt began to peep, 

The wond'ring world pronounc'd the gazer deep: 
But wiſer now th' un- -wond'ring world, alas! 
Gives all poor HERScHEL's glory to his glaſs ; 
Convinc d his ON aſtronomic ſtrength, 

Lies i in his tube's *, not head's ; prod: igious length. 


SIR JOSEPH, 


What, eiggard, not on HERSCHEL fame beſtow, 
So curious a diſcov rer „ 


mail - coach to carry letters and diſpatches to and from Chelten- 
ham—the offer was oc great to be refuſed—a ſplendid carriage 
was built for the occaſion : His moſt economic Majeſty, how- 
ever, wiſely knowing that ſomething more than a few letters 
might be contained in Mr. Palmer's vehicle, converted it, as the 
Poet hath obſerved, into a cart, and ſaved many a ſix-pencc. 


* We would not detract from Mr. HERScHETI's rea! merit 

By a true German cart-horſe labour, he made a little in: prove. 
ment on Dr. Mupex's method of conſtructing mirrors; ſuch 
are this gentleman's pretenſions to a niche in the temple of 
Fan. — As for his mathematical abilities, they « can ſcarcely 
be called the Jeadows of Science. 


PETFR 
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PETER. 


— — 


No! man, no! 


Give it to MupGt *, whoſe head contains more v2; 


Than (truſt me) ever lodg'd in HERScHET's Houſe. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Lo, at my call, the noble Marr 'roucn's vote, 
Whoſe obſervations much our Joe promote. 


PETER. 


Who from his Blenheim chimnies „ pes 


| The daily advertiſer of the ſkies: 


Who equals his great Anceſtor 1n head ; 
A Hero + who could neither write nor read : 
Thus equal form'd, to all the world's ſurpriſe ; 


As one e ſwept earth, the other ſaveeps the ſkies. 


SIR JOSEPH, 


Huxrzn f with 6h intrigues our Houſe regales— 


| Dr. Moor of Plymouth. 


I The famous Duke of Marlborough was reported to have 
been a very illiterate man; which ſhows that a head-piece for 


the arts and ſciences, and a head-piece for hen cannon balls, 
are wiſely farmed of different materials. | 


John Hunter actually received the Society' s gold medal 


for three papers, viz, on ſow-gelding; on the wolf, jackall, and 


dog; proving inconteſiibly, what the world knew before, that 


the aforeſaid animals were bona fide of the lame ſpecics: And 


on the loves of whales. 
VOL. It. 5 | PETER 
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The tender hiſtory of cooing whales * 
Great in the noble art of gelding ſows ! —— 
And giving to the boar a barren ſpouſe ! 


And why not, ſince it is deny'd by no man 


158 THE WORKS OF 


—_— 5 * 3 9 *** r * PR _ 1 


PETER. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


3 


PETER. 


Who proves, what many unbelievers ſhocks, 
That age converts hen partridges to cocks ! 


That age hath made Joh e an OLD WO- 
MAN ? 


Believe me, full as well might papiſts . 


Quills from a SERAPH's tail, or CnERUE's wing; 


Saint DuxsTAN's crab-ſtick, which the Saint, un- 
Broke on the back of our great foe, the DEviL;z [civil, 
SAINT ANDREW's toe, SAINT AGATHA's old ſmock, 


And ſtones thet rattle round SAINT STEPHEN's block; 


SAINT JoSEPH's ſighs fo deep, preſerv'd in bottles, 


Amounting, legends ſay, to many pottles ; 
Caught as the SAINT, with all his might and main, 
Was cleaving billets for his fire in twain 


* See Article 30, 1580, in the Philoſophical Tranſactions, 


where Mr. John Hunter gives a wonderful account of a Par- 


tridge with three legs, that by age changed from a / male to a 


male. 


Or 
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Or bones * from Catacombs to form new ſaints, 
To cure, like all quack med'cines, all complaints! 
Such might the journals of the houſe record, 

As well as HuxTeR's wond'rous cock-hen bird. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Like BLAG DEN who can write and deeply think? 


| PETER. 

Who write like him on iron-moulds and ink + ?— 
See ſhirts and ſhifts by iron-moulds that rot, 
By BLacpex's wiſdom loſe each yellow ſpot ! 
For this ſhall landry virgins lift their voice; 
Napkins and damaſk table-cloths rejoice ; 
Robins and caps, and ſheets, and pillow-caſes, 
_ Loſe their ſad ſtains, and ſmile with lily faces. 
Lo! to improve of man the ſoaring mind, 
For ſacred ſcience, to his ſkin unkind, - 

Did Doctor Blagden in an oven þ bake, 


Brown as burnt coffee or a barley cake, 


Ce — — j 
erer 
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* In 1672, four hundred ſaints were recruited. Such was 
the extraordinary harveſt of baptized and canonized bones 
from the Catacombs at Rome. Vid. Religious Rites and 
Ceremonies. 


+ Vid. Article 39, 1787, of the Philoſ. Tran£.. 
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The Doctor's body in the hot oven, with his noſe pro- 
jecting from the hole for air, would be no bad ſubject for tlie 


graver. 
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Whilſt down his noſe projecting, ſweat in rills 
Unſav'ry flow'd like hart-ſhorn ſtreams from ſtills. 


SIR JOSEPH, 


Great Duck-weed Thoursox *, all my ſoul reveres ! 

And Mole RAvE charms me with his arctic bears. 

My eyes with ſhells, lo! limpet Davies greets! 
And Doctor LETTSOME with his rare horſe-beets ! 

Beets, that with ſhame our parſnips ſhall o'erwhelm, 
And fairly drive potatoes from the realm! 

Beets ! in whoſe juſt applauſes we are hoarſe all; 

Such are the wondrous pow'rs of Mangel Worſalt. 
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Beets that ſhall keep gaunt Faminz to his Eaſt, 

And make him on Gentoos, as uſual, feaſt ; 

Whilſt ev'ry lucky BRrrox that one meets, 

Shall ſtrut a FarsTAFF, ſuch the pow'r of Beets! 
Beets, that muſt bring the Quaker wealth and fame, 
And give his cheek the virgin glow of ſhame; _ 
Who ne'er, meek man, was known a face to puſh, 
Nor hear his own applauſe without a bluſh ! 

Beets, that ſhall form an epoch in our times, 

And thus by PETER prais'd, embalm his rhymes! 


* Sir Benjamin, a ſecond Linnæus. 


+ The more pompous name of the Peet; | 
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SIR JOSEPH, 
Then, what of Auzzzr * think you, that great man, 
Whoſe broad eye deems creation ſcarce'a ſpan ? 


. 
Who weekly with his watch is ſeen to run, 
The little pupil of a Greenwich fun, _ R 
To learn the motions of old Time, and mock 
The fatal errors of each London clock. 
Thus Lusin from his ſolitary down, 
Leads little LuBIN to a neighb'ring town: 
The lad with ecſtaſy ſurveys the ſcene, : 
Then home returning, with triumphant mien, 
CorreRs his mother's, ſiſter's converſations, 
And wonders at his ignorant relations. 
AvzzrT who meriteth indeed applauſe! _ 
Full of bigh-ſounding phraſes, and wiſe ſaws 5 


Who from his cradle learn'd the ſtars to liſp, - | 


And to a meteor + turn'd a will-o-wiſp ! 


* A Silk Merchant, and F. R. S. who every Sunday, wet 


or dry, cloudy or ſunſhine, calm or windy, viſits Green - 
wich, to catch the ſun on the meridian z—fſuch is this gentle- 
man's rage for the art, that he now has at LoameriT-Hilr, 
near Greenwich, two thouſand pounds worth of aſtronomical 


inſtruments. 


+ One fortunate evening, as he was returning from his be- 
loved obſervatory, a Jack-a-lantern ſprung up and played ſome 


tricks before the philoſophical filk-man, whoſe optics being apt 
to magnify objeds,” converted into an amazing meteor, with 


which the royal journals ſoon after blazed. | 
1 | SIR 
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| sn JOSEPH. |» 
Pray, then, what think ye of our famous DAINES? 
| PETER, 
| Think of a man deny'd by Nature brains ! 
Whoſe traſh ſo oft the royal leaves diſgraces ! 
Who knows not jordans brown, from Roman vaſes! 
About old pots his head for ever puzzling, | 
And boring earth, like pigs for troufles * muzling; 
Who likewiſe from old urns to crotchets leaps, 
Delights in muſic, and at concerts fleeps'f. 
SIR JOSEPH. 
Zounds ! *tis in vain, I ſee, to utter praiſe 
| | PETER. | 
Then mention fame « one who deſerves my lays, 
sIR JOSEPH, 
Know 8 I've ſent to diſtant parts to find 


Beings the moſt uncommon of their kind: 
The greateſt monſters of the land and water 


* There are pigs kept expreſly for ds troufles in ſome 

parts of England. | | 
t Such are the powers of ſomnolency over Mr. DaiNEs 
BARRIN G TON at ſeveral of the Hanover-Square concerts 
hath the LYRIC PETER ſcen the ANTIQUARIAN in ſeeming 
muſical ſpeculation, but verily employed in a moſt comfortable 
| Bap. 
| PETER» 


— — — 
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PETER. 
The beautiful deformities of nature! 
Birds without heads, and tails, and wings, and legs, 
Tremendous Cyclop pigs, and ſpeckleſs eggs, 
Snails from Japan, and waſps, and Indian j Jays, 
Command attention, and excite our praiſe: 
- Chop-iticks and back-ſcrapers are curious things; 
Scalps and tobacco-pipes, and Indian ſtrings, 
Such, as to charm the wond'ring cits we ſee, 
Where Dox SALTER * gives his Sunday's tea; 
Great Don SALTERO, name of high renown, 
Who treats too, with immortal rolls, the town ! 


Rare at the buttons. of a Roman's breeches,. 

In antiquarian eyes ſurpaſſing riches : _ 

Rare is each crack'd, black, rotten, earthen diſh, 
That held of ancient Rome the fleſh and fiſh : 
Rare are the taliſmans that drove the Devil, 
And rare the bottles that contain'd old ſnivel. 


Owls' heads, and ſnoring frogs, preſerv'd in ſpirits, | 


Moſt certainly are not without their merits; 
Yet theſe to gain, and give to public view, | 
Lo! ParKinson knows full as well as you; 

As did Sir ASHTON fam'd, whoſe mental pow'r 
Juſt reach'd to tell us by the clock the hour. 


* At Chelſea, 


SIR 


— -% 
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SIR JOSEPH. 

_ Poh! p- x dor't en, things are rich . 
ſccarce 

Be ſomething . not all be "OY 


PETER. 
Sir Joſeph, I muſt laugh when things like theſe 
Beyond ſublimities have pow'r to pleaſe : 
To croud with ſuch-like Þt:ne/5 your walls, 
Is putting Maſter Puxcn into St. PAux's. 
Yet, to the point—the place on which you doat 
Hath been for ever carried by the vote 
Know then, your paraſites begin to bellow, 
And call you openly a ſhallow fellow: 
In vain to fav'ring Majeſty you = 
Tis on the many that you muſt rely: 


| Fen lockheads bluſh, ſo much are they aſham'd— 


1 


SIR JOSEPH. 

They and modeſt bluſhes may be d- Wl: 

Ungrateful ſcoundrels ! eat my rolls and butter, 

And daring thus their infolences mutter ! 

Swallow my turtle and my beef ky pounds, 

And tear my ven'ſon like a pack of hounds ; 

Yet have the impudence, the brazen face, 

To ſay I am not fitted for the place! | 

In God's name let my wine in torrents flow! 
en be = Rouſe a tavern in Soho! 


And keep an open houſe for man and horſe, 
i 1 Oh! 


** 
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Oh! let me hold by any means the chair fo 
To keep that honour every thing I dare! 


PETER. 


| own that nothing ths good cleer ſuereeds 
A man's a god whoſe hogſhead freely bleeds ; 
Champaigne can confecrate the d- mned'ſt evil: 

A hungry Paraſite adores a Devil z 

In radiant virtues his poor hoſt arrays, 

And ſmooths him with the goſſimer of praiſe; 
Stuff d to the throat till repetition tires, 

And Grurroxv's huge greaſy wiſh expires; 
Apoſtate then, the knave denies his church, 

And leaves his Saint, with laughter, in the lurchs 


In ſhort, your Gormandizers and your Drinkers 
Quit their old faith, and turn out rank Freethinkers. 
Dead is the novelty of fine fat haunches, 

And truth no longer ſacrific'd to paunches 2 
Aſham'd at length the fad repentant SINNERS 

All bluſh to barter flatt'ry for good dinners : 

No charms ſurround the knocker of your door, 
That beam'd with honour, but now beams no more! 


| SIR JOSEPH, | 
8 by 5 on whom * * depends — 


| PETER. 
Betray'd, like CæsAn, by his boſom-friends ! 
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| SIR JOSEPH, | 
Though man, ungrateful man, his aid deny ; 
The Pow's whoſe wiſdom rules you lofty ſky, 
May grant his gracious and protecting pow'r, 
And aid my efforts in the trying hour! 


. PETER. 8 | 
Left by your earthly friends, I fear your pray'rs, 
Moſt pious PRESIDENT, won't mend affairs: 
The Pow'n you mention, with all- ſeeing eyes, 5 
Well knows your little rev'rence for the ſkies“ 


Thus may your pray'rs be vain, however hearty j— 


Beſides, Hzav'N often Joins the ſtrongeſt party. 


ö a” 
| SIR JOSEPH. 


Sblood have I practis'd ev'ry art in vain! 1 
Undaunted fac'd the dangers of the main 


| 5 rz xTER. 
And fac'd Queen OgoREA in the boat, 
And loft your ſhoes and ſtockings, and your coat; 
A circumſtance that much the tale enriches, 
But providentially preſerv'd your breeches ! 
For unknown weeds, dar'd unknown paths explore, 
And frighten'd Canibals from ſhore to ſhore; 
On each new iſland clap'd King George's ſeal, 
A ſharp impreſſion too of hards/? feel ;- 


he Poet here moſt facetiouſly and bcautifully alludes to 
the ſeceſſion of the aſtronomical geniuſes from the Society. 


Wbilſt 


s hands. 
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Whilſt Witneſs Piſtol, and his Brother Gun 
Look'd with a pointed approbation on. 


A decent method of appropriation, | 
And adding glory to the Britiſh nation 

True, you have tried to be as great as HE, 

The vent'rous 'TROJAN, ſport of wind and ſea, 
Who left old 'Troy, his pariſh, far from home, 
To find a lodging for imperial Rome: 


Vet are thoſe feats what vulgars term @ bore « 
Stale ſtuff—the members look for ſomething more. 
I grant you naked with your ſervants pranc d, 

To ſhow how folks at Otaheite danc'd ; ” 
And much the ſmiling audience you amus'd, _.. uw 
Though DEcexcy, indeed, the dance abus'd: 


Sur, bluſhing damſel, turn'd her head aſide, "i 
And wiſh'd a whip to ev'ry hopping hide. bk A 
Grant that you ſent, to charm the public eye, 4 ; 

Egyptian ſtones *,- that form'd for hogs a ſtye; 1 

Wich ſeeming hieroglyphics on their faces, 9 i 5 

That prov'd unfortunately pig's-feet traces: 1609 

Vet lo! like bullocks in a fair, they roar, 1 

Or vacate bid you, or do ſomething more. 1 

* Sir Joſeph ſent ſome curious Egyptian ſtones to the Britiſh the | 

Muſeum ; ſuch was his zeal for the honour of hicroglyphicsz My | 

but. as that building poſſeſſeſs already as much of the antique , i | 

a31t can Toell authenticate, they were returned in a cart 1 his 
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8 SIR JOSEPH. 
'Sdeath, then, I'll ſpit in every blockeads face; 
Kick them, and purge the dwelling from diſgrace, 


PETER. 

Thus when an hoſt of graſs-hoppers and rats, 
By men undaunted, unabaſh'd by cats, 
In hopping, and in running legions pours, 
Affrights the Papiſts, and their graſs devours; 
Lo, arm'd with pray'rs to thunder in their ear 3, 
A BrsnoP boldly meets the buccaneers 3 

Sprinkles his holy water on the. d, 
| And drives, and d—ns them in the name of God *! 
You purge the tainted dwelling from diſgrace, 
By beldly ſpitting in each member's face! 
Where, /weet Sir Joſeph, will you find the ſpittle, 
Since what would float the ALPIoNÞ+ were too little? 


With ſolemn, ſentimental ſtep, ſo flow, 

I fee you through the ſtreets of London go, 
With poring, ſtudious, ſtaring, earth-nail'd eye, 
As heedleſs of the mob that buſtles by; 


® This is actually done in Roman Catholic countries by order 
of the church. In ſome places two attornies are employed in | 
the affair of the graſs-hoppers; one ſor the graſs-hoppers, the 
other for the people : But it is the fate of the graſs-hoppers to have 
the worſt of it, as they are always anathematized, and ordered to 
de excommunicated, if they do not 122 the place within a cer- 
tain number of days. 

One of our firſt rates. 8 

; | This 
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This was a ſcheme of wiſdom, let me ſay, 

But lo, this trap for fame hath had its day; 
And, let me tell you, what I've urg d before, 
The reſtleſs * look for OM more, 


SIR JOSEPH. 
Zounds! ha' nt > ſwallow'd raw fleſh Iike an 1 ? 
On vileſt reptiles rung the changes round? 
Eat ev*ry filthy inſect you can mention; 
Tarts made of graſshoppers, my own invention ? 
Frogs; tad-poles by the ſpoonful, long-tail'd imps ; 
Andmunch'd cock-chaffers juſt ike prawns or ſhimps? 


2, PETER. 

In troth I've ſeen you many a reptile eat, 
And heard you call the dirty diſh a treat; 
Oft have J ſeen you meals on monkeys make; 
Nay, Hercules ſurpaſs—devour your SNAKE 3 : 
And make as little of a toad or viper, 

As pehcans of mackrel or a piper ; 

And wriggling round your mouth its little claws, 
Have heard a bat cry Ve rder !”? in your jaws: 
Yet hear, Sir Joſeph, what I faid before, | 
The bluſhing Members look for ſomething more. . 
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| SIR JOSEPH. 
Hell ſeize the Pack !—unconſcionable dogs! f 
Snakes, ſpiders, beetles, chaffers, tad-poles, fan 
All ſwallow'd to difplay what man can do, 

And muſt the villains ſtill have ſomething new 
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Tell, then, each pretty PRE SID ENT CREATOR, 
G—d d-mn him, that III eat an ATILIICATOn! 
| PETER, 
Bir Joſeph, pray don't eat an Alligator 
Go ſwallow ſomething of a /o/ter nature 
Feaſt on the Arts and Sciences, and learn 
Sublimity from trifle to diſcern: 
With ſhells, and flies, and daiſies, cover'd o'er, 
Let pert QUEEN FrvDLEFADDLE rule no more: 
Thus ſhall PyitosoPuy her ſuffrage yield, 
Sir Joſeph wear his hat“, and hammer wield ; 
No more ſhall Wis>oM on the Journals ſtare, 
Nor NEwTrOx's + image bluſh bchind the chAIR, 
Ihe Preſident has the ineſtimable and ſole privilege of ſits 
f ting covered at the Royal Society's meeling.— The hammer 
| forms a part of the regalia, to command filence, and rouſe the 
Members from their happy ſlumbers, whilſt their Secretory, 
Pr. Blagden, proclaims rare news from the moth, bat, butter- 


fly, and ſpider countries. 


+ The picture of this great man is immediately behind thr 
L chair ofthe PRES1ID ENT. 
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SR JOSEPH BANKS 


EMPEROR OF MIROCCO. 


Non omnia poſſumus omnes. 


One intelle& not all things comprehends: 

The Genius form'd for weeds, and grubs, and flies, 
Can't have for ever at his ſinger's ends 

What's doing every moment in the ſkies. 


rere 


PETER THE GREAT FIGHTETH THE PRESIDENT'S BATTLE 


—PROCLAIMETH SOME OF THE PRESIDENT'S POWE RS— 
VIZ, HIS PRESERVING 'TOOTH=AND=NAIL POWER $—HIS 
STOMACH POWERS —HIS FACE POWERS——HIS HAMMER POW= 
ERS, TRIUMPHING OVER THE POWERS OF MORPHEUS, AND 
EKR HIS COURAGEOUS POWERS. | 


PETER BEGINNETH THE TALE— SIR JOSEPH PROCEEDETH 


TO HUNT—BUT FIRST EJACULATETH—THE VIRTU0S0'S 
PRAYER—SIR JOSEPH'S INSECT ENTHUSIASM INDUCETH 
HIM, CONTRARY TO HIS GENERAL PEETY, FO PRAY 
Wick EDIT, BY S$ELFISHLY WISHING TO GRATIFY HIS OWN 
| Q& 2. | DESIKES 
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— DESIRES AT THE EXPENCE OF THE FARMERS—ECIR JOSEPH 
PRAYETH FOR PHARAOK'S FLIES—CONDEMNETH PHA- 
EAOH'S TASTE—MAKETH INTEREST FOR SHOWERS OF 
FLIES, INSTEAD OP QUAILS—PRAYETH FOR MONSTERS, 


AND PROMISETH THEM THE. HONOUR OF HIS NAME. 


STR JOSEPH, IN A POINTSR-LIKE MANNER, AMBULATETY. 
—HE ESPIET!! THE EMPEROR OF MOROCC0—?P+# TER CON= 
JECTURETH AS TO SIR JOSEPH'S JOY ON THE OCCASION 
COMPARETH SIR JOSEPH'S JOY WITH THAT EXPERIENCED. 
ARCHIMEDES, HARE-HUN TERS, .OU TRAGIOUSL Y-VIRTUOUS 


OLD MAIDs, THE LITTLE DUKE OF PICCADILLY, A PIMP, 


MOTHER WINDSOR'S VIRGINS, AND MOTHER WINDSOR HER= 
SELF=—SIR JOSEPH'S PURSUIT——THE PRESIDENT TUM= 
BLETH, IN IMITATION OF MR. EDEN——A BEAUTIFUL. 
COMPARISON BETWEEN SIR JOSEPH AND. TAMERLANE, | 
- A BUTTERFLY, AND BAJAZET=——SIR JOSEPH AGAIN TUM= 
BLETR—SIR JOSEPH'S HAT TUMBLETH WITH HIM=—S!R 
JOSEPH RISETH AND BLOWETH—HE IS GAZED AT BY A 
COUNTRY MAN==HE DARTETH THROUGH A HEDGE IN PUR= 
SUIT OF THE EMPEROR, AND TUMBLETH 1N T9 A LANE— 
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HE GETTETH UP SPEEDILY, AND PUTTETH A QUESTION 
TO HOB—HOB ANSWERETH NOT, BUT PITIETH HIM—SIR 


F 


JOSEPH OBTAINETH A SECOND VIEW OF THE EMTEROR— 
PURSUE TH HIS MAJESTY INTO A GARDEN=—OVERSETTETH 


2 Cr nn 


RY OE re ee od 


THE GARDENER—TRAMPLETHONRAREFLOWERS—BREAK= 
ETH MANY BELL=GLASSES—OVER TURNETH THE ScARE- 
CROW—PETER PRAISETH THE SCARE-CROW —SIR JOSEPH 


— — 
n * 


OVERSETETH A HIVE OF BEES—THEBEES SURPRISED — THEY 

ATTEMPT A REVENGE, Bur SUCCEED NOT, ON ACCOUNT 

* OF THE HARD AND TOUGH MATERIALS OF six JOSEPH'S 
HEAD-PIECE-—THE GARDENER, QUITTING RIS HORM ON= 

'TAL POSITION, PURSUETH SIR JOSEPH=—SIR JOSEPH PUR- 

| | | | SUETH 
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SUETH THE EMPEROR, AND THE EMPEROR FLIETH . 
— THE GARDENER COLLARETH SIR JOSEPH, AND EXPOS— 
TULATE TH——SIR JOSEPH HEEDETH NOT THE GARDENER'S. © 


pi 


COMPLAINT, BEING IN DEEP SORROW FOR THE Loss OF 
THE EMPEROR—THE GARDENER QUITTETH HIS GRIPE IN: 
ein JOSEPH, AND PUTTETH HIM DOWN FOR A LUNATIC— 
THE GARDENER EXECRATETH SIR JOSEPH'S KEEPER, AND 
FALLETH INTO A PANIC—FLIETH OFF UNCEREMONI= 

OUSLY, AND LEAVE TH THE PRESIDENT IN THE SIT u 

TION OF A CELEBRATED PROPHET. 


 PROEMIUM. 
PETRUS L OQUITUR. 


Since: members loſt to manners, growl ; 
Call poor Sir Joſeph aſs, and owl; 

Nay, oft with coarſer epithets revile ; 
Though pitying much his pigmy merit, 
Let me diſplay a Chriſtian ſpirit, 
And try to lift a lame dog o'er a ſtile. 


Though not like Erlkine, in the law a giant, 
I muſt take up the cudgels for my client. 


Know by theſe preſents, then, ye noiſy crew, 
Who at his bluſhing honours“ ok ſo blue, 


_ * Bluſting benours—the author 3 means the epithet 

ä UuBing to be underſtood as ſynonymous with blooming, and not. 
in a ſatyrical ſenſe: God . that the friend of Sir Joſeph. | 
ſaould mean otherwiſe / 
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That though Sir Joſeph is not deep-diſcerning, 
And though, as all the world well knows, 
A nut-ſhell might with perfect eaſe incloſe 

Three quarters of his ſenſe, and all his learning; 3 
Whoſe modeſt wiſdom, therefore, never aims 


To find the longitude, or burn the Thames; | 


Yet, as to things he ſets himſelf about, 
With tooth and nail, like Hercules ſo ſtout, 
He labours for his wiſh, no matter what 
I can't ſay, that Sir Joſeph lions kills; 
Hugs giants, or the blood of hydras ſpills ; 
- But then moſt manfully he eats a bat, 
Eats toads, or tough, or tender, old, or young, 
As in the ſweeteſt ſtrains the Muſe hath ſung “: 
Fit with the hugeſt Hottentot to cope, 
Who dines on raw fleſh at the Cape of Hope. 
Bleſt with a phiz, he bids the Members tremble ! 
To death-like filence turns the direſt din; 
And where ſo many ſavages aſſemble, | 
Like hounds they want a proper whipper-in. 


Dare Members ſleep +, a ſet of ſnoring Goths, 
Whilſt Blagden reads a chapter upon moths! 


* See Peter's Prophecy, 

+ Frequently, indeed, are the Members ſent to the land of. 
4 | madows by the Society's ſomniferous papers; aſſiſted in a great 
# ' racaſure in their voyage by the Doctor's WI manner of 
1 communicating the contents. 


Down 
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Down goes the hammer, cloth'd with thunder! 
Up ſpring the ſnorers, half without their wigs ; 
Old Greybeards grave, and ſmock-fac'd Prigs, 

With ell-wide jaws diſplaying ſigns of wonder. 


Lo! perſeverance is the ſoul of action 
And courage proper to oppoſe a faction; 
Therefore he ſits with wonderful propriety, 


The Monro of a mad Society: . 


And that he is both brave and perſevering, 
Witneſs the following ſtory, well worth hearing: 


SIR JOSEPH BANKS 


EMPEROR OF MOROCCO. 


A PRESIDENT, in butterflies profound, - 
- Of whom all Inſe&tmongers fing the praiſes, 
| Went on a day to catch this game renown'd, | 
On vr lets, dunghills, nettle-tops, and da Tt 2 
But firſt (fo pious is Sir Joſeph's nature) 
He thus addreſs'd the butterfly's Creator: 
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VIRTUOSO'S PRAYER. 


0 THOU whoſe wiſdom plann' 4 the ſkies, 


And form'd the wings of butterflies, 
Attend my humble pray'r ! 


Like Egypt, as in days of yore, 


Let earth with flies be cover'd o'er, 
And darken'd all the air. 


'T 1 Lord, nals be the beſt of news 


Then might thy ſervant pick and chuſe 


From ſuch a glorious heap: 
Forth to the world I'd boldly ruſh,. 
Put all Muſzums to. the bluſh, 

And hold them all dog-cheap. 


Pharaoh had not one grain of taſte 
The flies on im were thrown to waſte, 


Nay, met with ſtrong objection; 
But had thy ſervant, Lord, been there, 
T ſhould have made, or much I err, 

A wonderful collection! 


© Lord, if not my mem'ry fails, 

Thou once did'ſt rain on people quails— 
Again the world ſurpriſe; 

And *ſtead of ſuch a trifling bird, 


Rain on thy ſervant Joſeph, Lord, 
___ Show'rs of rare butterflies! 


* * 
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Since monſters are my great delight, 
With monſters charm thy ſervant's aght, 
Turn feathers into hair: : 
Make legs where legs were never ſeen, 

And eyes no bigger than a pin, 
As broad as ſaucers ſtare. 


The reptiles that are born with claws, 
O! let thy pow'r ſupply with paws, 
Adorn'd with human nails 
In value more to make them. riſe, 
Tranſplant from all their heads, their eyes, 
And place them in their tails 


"Aud if thou 3 would'ſt contrive 
To make me butterflies alive, 
To fly without a head; 
To ſkim the hedges and the fields, 
Nay, eat the meat thy bounty yields; 
Such wonders were indeed! : 


B! Eggen ſhould puff them at our r Meeting; 4 
Members would preſs around me greeting; 
The Journals ſwell with thanks; 
And more to magnify their fame, 
Thoſe headleſs flies hould have a name 
My name —“ Sir Joſeph Banks! 


THUS 
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THUS having finiſh'd, forth Sir Joſeph hies, 
Hope in his heart, and eagles in his eyes ! 
Jul like a pointer quart'ring well his ground, 
He nimbly trots the field around! 
At length to bleſs his hunting ambulation, 
Up roſe a native of the flutt'ring nation. 
Broad ſtar'd Sir Joſeph as if ſtruck with thunder : 
(For much, indeed, are eyes enlarg'd by wonder, ) 
When from a dab of dung, or ſome ſuch thing, 
An Emp' ror of Morocco rear'd his wing! 


Not obs tis my firm belief, ” 
More bleſt, cry'd *< Zureta, I've nabb'd the thief; _ 
Nor hunters, when a hare, to ſhun foul Py. 
Steals from his feat ſo fly, cry © Stole away; 
Nor ſtale old nymphs, by raging virtue AH 
Roar on a frail one, © Kill the wicked jade; 
Than roar'd Sir Joſeph on the verdant ſod, 

% Morocco's Emp'ror, by the living God!“ 


Not with more joy, nor rapture-ſpeaking look, 
The little gameſome PrccapitLLy Duke 
Eyes a nice Tir, freſh launch'd upon the town; 
Nor with more pleaſure Cupid's truſty crimp, 
By mouths of vulgar people nam'd a pimp, 
Stares on his virtuous fee, a crown ; 
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Nor King' Place 1 on Green-horns in their 


| pow'r ; 
Who, (ſhameleſs af wanting not a wife, ) 
Hi love, like hackney-coaches, by the hour, 
Damning the love ſo true that laſts for life: 
Nor whither'd WixpsoR on the ſimple Maid, 
From ſcenes of rural innocence betray'd ; 
Forc'd to diſpoſe of Nature's ſweetelt charms ; | 
Doom'd for a meal to fink a beauteous wreck 
To lend to man ſhe loathes, her lip, her neck, 
And, weeping, act the wanton in his arms: 
Than did the Hero of my ſong 
Survey the Emp'ror as he mov'd along. 


Not with more glee a hen-peck'd huſband ſpies 
Death ſhutting up his wife's too cat-like eyes, 
Accuſtom'd on him oft and fierce to roll; 
Juſt like a galley-ſlave, poor fellow, treated; 

Or thoſe poor Englth at Calcutta ſweated ; 
Stuff'd in the old Black-Hole ; 


And yet, a neater fimile to uſe, 

Not with more true delight a lover views 
The bluſhing orient leading on the day 

That gives a blooming partner to his arms, 

In virtues rich, and rich in youthful charms, 

To bid the hours with rapture glide away 3 


tc. 
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Sad anxious ſwain, who now in bed, now out, 
Toſs'd like the ſea with thundering thoughts about; 
: Curſing with hearty pray'rs the lingering night; 

Now trying hard to ſleep away the time; , 
Now ſtaring on the dark, like bards for rhyme, 

To catch the ſmalleſt glimpſe of light. 


Afraid that Phoebus means foul play, 


And, bent to ſpite him, lie a-bed all Buy + 


And bond fide not of rapture fuller, 
Thurlow, the Seal and Royal Conſcience-keeper, 
Sees his prime fav'rite, Mr. Juſtice Buller, 
Highthron'd in Chancery, grieve the Poor Sir Pepper, 
Than did the Preſident ſo keen eſpy 
The butterfly ! 


Lightly with winnowing wing amid the land, 
His Mooriſh Majeſty in circles flew ! 
With ſturdy ſtriding legs and outſtretch'd hand, 
The Virtuoſo did his prey purſue. | 
He ſtrikes—he miſſes—ftrikes again—he grins, 
And ſees in thought the Monarch fix'd with pins; 
Sees him on paper giving up the ghoſt, 
Nail d like a hawk or martyr to a poſt. 


£ 


Oft fell Sir Joſeph on the ſlipp'ry plain, 
Like patriot EpEN—fell to riſe again; 
The 
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The Emp'ror ſmiling, ſported on before : 
Like Phoebus courting Daphne was the chace, 
But not ſo was the meaning of the race, 


Sir Joſeph ran to kill, not Kiſs the Moor; 


To hold him pris'ner in a glaſs for ſhow, 
Like Tamerlane, (redoubtable his rage,) 

Who kept poor Bajazet, his vanquiſh'd ſoe, 
Juſt like an owl or magpye in a cage. 


Again to earth Sir Joſeph fell ſo flat, 
Flat as the flatteſt of the flounder race ! 


Down with Sir Joſeph dropp'd his three-cock'd hat, 


_ Moſt nobly ſharing in his friend's diſgrace. 
Again he ſprings, with hope and ardour pale, 
And blowing like the liſh baptiz'd a whale ; | 
Darting his arms now here, now there, ſo wilds 
With all the eager raptures of a child, 

Who with broad anxious eye a bauble views, 
And, capering les; and hands, che toy purſues. 


A country-m lan, who, from a 5 55 

Had mark'd Sir Joſeph running, tumbling, ſweating, 
Stretching his hands and arms, like one inſane, 

And with thoſe arms the air around him beating, 
Jo no particular opinion leaning, 1 
Of ſuch manceuvring could not gueſs the meaning. 


At length the Preſident, all foam and muck, 
Quite out of breath, and out of luck, 
"POL in. | * 


Purſu'd 


Uv! ß ß 


Purſu'd the flying monarch to the place, 
Where ſtood this country-man, with marv'ling face. 


Now through the hedge, exactly like a horſe, 
Wild plung'd the Preſident with all his force, 
| His brow in ſweat, his ſoul in perturbation ; 
Mindleſs of trees, and buſhes, and the br ambles, 
Head over heels into the lane he ſcrambles, 
Where Hob ſtood loſt in wide mouth'd ſpeculation! 


& Speak, roar'd the Preſident, © this inſtant—ſay, 
« Haſt ſeen, haſt ſeen, my lad, this way 
% The Emp'ror of Morocco paſs?“ 
Hob to the inſect-hunter nought replied, 
Eut ſhook his head, and fy mpathizing ſigh” d, 
6 Alas! 
& Poor gentleman, I'm ſorry for ye; 


'« And pity much your upper fury! 


Lo! down the lane alert the Emp'ror flew, 

And ſtruck once. more Sir.Joſeph's hawk-like view; 
And row he mounted o'er a garden wall ! 

In ruſh'd Sir Joſeph at the garden door, 

Knock d Cown the Gard*'ner—what could man dre 


And left him as he choſe to riſe or ſprawl. 


O'er peerleſs hyacinths our Hero ruſh'd, 
Through tuiips and anemoniés he pufu'd, 
| Breaking 
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Breaking an hundred necks at every ſpring : 
On bright carnations, bluſhing on their banks, 


With deſp'rate hoof he trod, and mow'd down ranks, 


Such vaſt ambition urg'd to ſeize the king! 


Hell glaſſes, all fo thick, were tumbled o'er, 

And lo! the cries, ſo ſhrill of many a ſcore, 5 
A ſad and fatal ſtroke proclaim'd; 

The ſcare- crow, all ſo red, was overturn'd ; 


His vaniſh'd hat, and wig, and head, he mourn ud; 


And much, indeed, the man of ſtraw was maim d 


juſt guardian of the ſacred ſpot, 
With face ſo fierce, and pointed gun, 


Who threat'ned all the-birds with ſhot ; | , 


To kill of ſparrows ev'ry mother's ſon s 
Fierce as thoſe ſcarlet miniſters of fate, 
The warlike guardians of St. James's gate! 


Yet not content with feats hke theſe, 

He tumbled o'er an hive of bees; 

Out ruſh'd the hoſt, and wonder'd from their balk 
What dev'l dar'd daſh their houſe about their polls, 


Like Louis *, whoſe fierce liars was ſuch, 
As made him like a football kick the Dutch! 


Put ſoon the ſmall, heroic, injur'd nation 
Veſcry'd the author of their obligation; 


Louis XIV. 2 ö 
„„ And, 
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0. to repay it, round him ruth'd the ſwarm ; 
Prodigious was the buz about his ears! 
With all their venom did they puſh their ſpears, 
But Io ! they work'd him not one grain of harm f 
Vet did no God nor Godling intervene, 
By way of ſcreen ! | 


The happy head their pointed ſpears defy'd, 
Strong, like old Homer's ſhields, in tongh bull hide, 
And brafs well temper'd, to ſupport the ſhock ! 
The bees their diſappointed vengeance mourn'd, 
And from their fierce attack, fatigu'd, return'd, 
Believing they had ſtorm'd a barber's block, 


What was thought death and tortures by the clan, 
Was only tickling the great Man! 
Thus round big Ajax rag*d the Trojan hoſt, 
Who might as well, indeed, have drubb'd a poſt, 


The Gard'ner now for juſt revenge up-ſprung, 

O'erwhelm'd with wonderment and dung, 

And fiercely in his turn purſu'd the Knight! 
From bed to bed, full tilt the champions rac'd, 

Thischac'dthe Knight, the Knight the Emp'rorchac'd, 
Who ſcal'd the walls, alas! and vaniſh'd out of fight; 

To find the Empreſs, p'rhaps, and tell her GRAcE 

The merry hiſt'ry of the chace. 


At length the Gard'ner, ſwell'd with rage and dolour, 


O'ertaking, graſps Sir Joſeph by the collar, 
| . And 
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« Villain, he cried, “beyond example! 
« Juſt like a cart-horſe on my beds to trample, 


«© More than your foul is worth to kill my flow'rs+. 


« See how your two vile hoofs have made a wreck— 
© Look, raſcal, at each wn s broken neck !''— 


Mindleſs of humbl d flow'rs, 15 freely kill'd, 
Although ſuperior to his ſoul declar d, 

And vegetable blood profuſely ſpill'd, 
Superior, too, to all reward; 

Mindleſs of all the Gard'ner's plaſnrive ſtrains, 

The Emp'ror's form monopoliz'd his brains, 


At nad he ol ke, in fad Jeſpairizg tones, : 
55 « Comal by the God that made me!—D-mn hisbones! 
« O Lord! no diſappointment mine Tarpaſſes ; : 
« Poh ! what are paltry flow'rs and broken glaſſes, 
TA tumbl d ſcare-crow, bees, the idle whim ?. ? 
_« Zounds! what a ſet of miſcreants to um! 


Gone is my ſoul's defire, for ever gone!“ 


46 Who's gone * 2 8 Gard'ner ſtraight replied 


* 
. Lag 


1 Emp” ror, Sir,“ with tears, Sir Joſeph cried— 


5 The Emp! ror of Morocco—thought my own! 
« To unknown fields behold the Mona oa fly — 


" Zounds ! not to catch him what an aſs was I ! 


His eyes the Gard'ner, Full of bane ſtretch'd, 


And then a Swan, a monſtrous groan he fetch'd, 
E LL. = Commune 


And bleſt with fav'rite oaths, abundance ſhow'rs 1s 
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Contemplating around his ruin'd wares; 
And now he let Sir Joſeph's collar go; 
And now he bray'd aloud with bittereſt woe, 
4% Mad, madder than the maddeſt of March hares 10 


e A p- x confound the fellow's Bedlam rigs ! 
« Oh! he hath done the work of fifty pigs! 
% The Devil take his Keeper, a d-mn'd gooſe, 

« For letting this wild beaſt get looſe!” 

But now the Gardner, terrified, began 

To think himſelf too near a man 
In ſo Peg Nicholſon a ſituation ; 

And happy from a madman to eſcape, 

He left him without bow, or nod, or ſcrape, 
Like JEREMIAH *midft his lamentation, 


Such is the tale If readers ſigh for more, 
Sir Joſeph's wallet holdeth many a ſcore. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE 
To A 


FALLING MINISTER; 


ALSO. 


AN IMITATION 


OF THE 


TWELF 1H ODE OF HORACE. 


Hunc tu Romans caveto 


Lis 2 ha eſt 


BLIx D to an artful Boy's inſidious wiles, _ 

Why reſts the Genius of the Qu ER or IsLEs ?— 

Whilſt L1BERTY in iron ſounds th' alarm, | 

Why hangs ſuſpence on ViRTUE's coward arm 

Whilſt TYRANNY prepares her jails and thongs, 

Why ſleeps the ſword of JUSTICE o'er our wrongs ? 

Oh ! meanly founding on a Father's fame, 

To Britain's higheſt ſeat a daring claim; 

Oh ! if thy race one bluſh could ever boaſt, 

And that lorn ſign of Virtue be not loft ; 

Now on thy viſage let the ſtranger burn, 

And glow for deeds that bid an Empire mourn, 

Drawn from a Garret by the RovAL SIR, 

Warm'd like the viper by his friendly fire, 
” a3 What 
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What hath thy gratitude ſblimeſy done ? 
Fix'd, like the ſnake, thy fang upon the Son! 


Yes—thou modl gen'rous Youth, thy hoſtile art 
Hath lodg'd a pois'nous ſhaft in BRITAIx's Heart! 
Thy arm hath dragg'd the column to the ground, 


The ſacred wonder of the en around! ! 


For thee and all thy oiviful ns: 
Barbarian-like—how like thoſe ſons of ſpoil, 
Whoſe impious hands on hallow'd ſtructures toi 
Baſe throng, through PaLMyRaA's Temple digs, - 
To form a lodging for themſelves and pigs! 


Oh ! if Ambition prompts thy ſoaring ſoul | 

To live the theme of future times with R-LLE; 
Thrice happy Youth, like his ſhall ſhine thy name, 
Who gave th Epheſian wonder to the flame! 


Sick at the name of R=-—, (to thee though dear, 
The name abhorr'd by Hoxovs's ſhrinking ear, 

L draw reluctant from thy venal throng, 

And give it mention, though it blaſts my ſong. 


How cou'dſt thou bid that R- -LLF, deſpis d by all, 
On helplefs beauty like a maſtiff fall: 
Then meanly to correct the brute pretend, 8 
And claim the merit of the ® Fain OxRE“s Friend: 7 

* A moſt wanton and illiberal attack made by this man on 
Mrs. Fh ——t in the Houſe of Commons, exceeds all pre- 
e. | 

| Art 
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Art thou the YouTn on whom the Virtues ſmile ? 
The boaſted Saviour of our ſinking Iſle ? 

O'er ſuch, OBL1vion, be thy wing diſplay'd ! 
Ch! waſt them from the gibbet to thy ſhade ! 


Yet what expect from thec, whoſe icy breaſt, 

A ſtranger to their charm, the Loves deteit ?!— 
Thee, o'er whoſe heart their faſcinating pow'r 
Ne' er knew the triumph of one ſoft'ned hour? 
To give thy flinty foul the tender figh, 

Vain is the radiance of the brighteſt eye! 

In vain for thee of beauty blooms the roſe: | 
In vain the ſwelling boſom ſpreads its now 
A Joſeph thou, againit the ſex to ſtrive =—— 

Dead to thoſe charms that keep the world alive! 


In vain thy malice pours its frothy tide—— 

In vain the virtues of thy PRINCE to hide 
Thou and thy imps, to dim his riſing ray, 

Urge clouds on clouds to thwart the golden day! 
Mad toil! I ſee his ox ſuperior paſs, 

That ſmiles triumphant on the ſable mals. 


0 a Siſter Kingdom damns thy deeds, 
And pities hapleſs Britain as ſhe bleeds. 
HIBEEANIA ſcorns each meanly treach'rous art 
Hatch d by the baſe r- ban of thy heart, 
That crawls an aſpic blokted black with fate, 
To pour a dire contagion through the State. 


She, 
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She, with an honeſt voice, her PRINCE approves, 
And nobly truſts the virtues that ſhe loves; 
Deteſts a hangman's unremitting toil ä 
To break upon the wheel a happy Iſle; 
Who yet to puſh the guilt and folly further, 
Suborns Addreſſes to applaud the murther! | 
Who but muſt laugh to ſee thy boaſted friends, 
On whoſe poor rotten trunks thy al depends! 
Sce Bute's mean Paraſite, thy ſpaniel, creep, 
Whole Argus? eyes of av'rice-never fleep ; 
A cloſe State-leach, who, ſticking to the nation, 
As adders deaf to Honour's execration, : 
Sucks from its throat the blood by night, by day, 
Nor till the State expires will drop away. 


vet ſee another Fi Exp, with ins eye, 
Who draws from Na Tunz's ſoul her deepeſt ſigg; 
Aſham'd her hand ſhould uſher into light = 
What Fate ſhould whelm with everlaſting night ! 


Loſt by his arts, behold the beauteous Map *, 

Whom INNOCENCE herſelf could ne'er apbrald,' 
Sunk a pale victim to the gaping tomb, 

Whilſt all but he with grief ſurvey'd her doom; 
Whoſe heart diſdain'd to feel—whoſe eye eber 
8 ne never melted with a tear! 


* The melancholy virenraſtinel alluded to here, the family 
of Dr. N of N can beſt explain. 8 L470 
| | Yet. 
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Yet left in ſilence to himſelf alone, ih 
Aghaſt he heaves the conſ{cience-wounded groan ! Ul 
At ev'ry found how horror heaves the ſigh! | | 
How dangers thicken on his ſtraining eye! 1 
He ſees her Phantom, form'd by treach'rous Love, 
Droop in the grot, and pine amid the grove: # Uh 


He marks her mien of woe, her cheek fo pale, 
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And trembles at her ſhrieks that pierce the gale ! 
At night's deep noon what fears his ſoul invade ! 
How wild he ſtarts amidit the ſpecter'd ſhade ! 

- Anddreadiny ev'ry hopeleſs hour the laſt, 

He hears the call of DEATH in ev'ry blaſt ! 

Such are thy Colleagues *, O thou patriot Boy! 

_ Whoſe heads and hearts thy virtues dare employ ; 
Who, crouching at thy heels, like blood-hounds wait 
To faſten on the vitals of the State! 

Such are the miſcreants who would rule the realm! 
Such the black pirates that would. ſeize the helm! 


lad not I known thee, —, the Muſe had ſworn, 
That, bleſt to ſee the State to atoms torn, 

Hell with her hoſt had drawn to each d 
And for the murder nurs'd thy dark Divan. 


d plan, 


Speak—hath thy heart with mad ambition fir'd, 
Like CRoMwERTL's, hot for pow'r, to thrones aſpir'd? 


* We mult not forget, however, Meſſieurs their Graces of 
R. and G. Harry D., cum plurimis, allis, though they have 
not the honour of being mentioned in our poctical calendar. 


5 Then 5 
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Then may that young, old traitꝰrous boſom feel 
The rapid vengeance of ſome virtuous ſteel; 
Or what, to boſoms not quite flint, is worſe, 
May Heav'n with hoary age a Rebel curſe— 
From ſweet ſociety behold him torn, 
Condemn'd, like Sam, to walk the world forlorn. 


Thus rous'd to anger for my Country's wrong, 
The Muſe for vengeance panting pour'd her /n 
But, ah! in vain I wiſh'd the bleſſing mine, 

To plant a ſcorpion” s ſting in ev'ry lde. 


Now Prudence gently pull'd the Poet's ear, 
And thus the Daughter of the BLUtE-EY'Dd Main !, 

In Flatt'ry's ſoothing ſounds, divinely ſaid, 

 « O PerxR! eldeſt born of ProtErUs, hear — 


*© Whoſe verſe could raviſh Kings, relax the claw, 
Of that gaunt, hungry ſavage chriſt ned Law— 
& Indeed thou wanteſt worldly wiſdom, PETER, 

e To mix a little oft 'ner with thy metre- 
©« Lo if thine eye DA ux ForTuxe's ſmile purſues, 
cc To oily adulation prompt the Mvsr. | 


Give for the future all thy rhymes to praiſe ; ; 
« Strike to the glorious PirT thy ſounding lyre— 
« Thy head may then be crown'd with WaRTox? $ days, 
« And mutton twirl with ſpirit at the fre.” 


* 1 
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* PRUDENCE,” quoth I,“ indeed indeed I can't 
«© Don't aſk me to turn rogue and ſycophant !” 


Now with a ſmile, firſt couſin to a grin, 

Dame Paub Nek anſwer'd, bridling up her chin 
& Sweet, harmleſs, pretty, conſcientious Pigeon ! 

« Ah! PrrEx, well I ween thou art not rich 

«© Know that thou'lt die like beggars in a ditch 
Know, too, that Hunger is of ns religion, 


& Sit down and make a Horace imitation, | 
© Like Pork, and let the ſtanza glow 
With praiſe of Maſicurs Pirr and Co., 

“ The preſent worthy Rulers of the Nation.“ 


With purs'd-up, puritanic mouth ſo prim, 

Thus ſpoke Dame PruDENCE to the Bax D of Whim; 
Who, with politeneſs ſeldom running o'er, 

For inſpiration ſcratch'd his tuneful ſeonce, 

To pleaſe Dame Oract for once 
A Dame, ſome ſay, he never ſaw before. 


IMITATION OF HORACE, 
(ODE XiI. BOOK 10 
On M:ffeurs PITT and CO. 


MUSE, having dropp d Sir Josxen and the Kixo, 
What ſort of gentry ſhall we * W 
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A jolly fellow o'er his glaſs 
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What high and mighty name that all adore ? 
What miniſterial wight that bribes each Cir, 
Wolf-like to howl for homage to KING Pirr, 
And ſet each ſmoky alehouſe in a roar ; 


That ſends to counties, borough-towns, his crimps, 


Alias his vote-ſeducing pimps, 
To bribe the mob with brandy, beer, and this 
To put their greaſy fiſts to Court Addrefles, 
Full of profeffions kind, and ſweet careſſes, 
And with a fiddle lead the logs along. 


Shall DoxxForp, king of wine, and mum, and perry, 


Be crown'd with lyric bays, with Maſter Mex ; 


"Two ſages, who, in diff rent places born, 


Curckx LANE and BLack-Boy ALLEy did-adorn ? 


Or, Muſe, ſuppoſe we ſing Kixs Pirr himſelf, 


The greateſt man on earth—a cunning elf, 
Who driveth Jenv-like, the Cnuxch and STATE; 


And, next to Royal PiTT, we'll fing the Dane, 
Of open, gen rous, charitable fame, 


Lamenting ſad a Moxarcn's hapleis fate; 
Who, though transſix'd by Sorrow's dart ſo cruel, 
So — numbers each Bank note and jewel! f 


Nor ſhall we by old Dacchas WEYMOUTH paſs,” 


Nor, SWELLENBiRG, ſhalt thou a ſhrimp appear, 
Whoſe palate loves a dainty difh, 
Whoſe teeth in combat ſhine with fleſh and fith, 


Whoſe Stuclita ſtomach holds a butt of beer; | 
Who 


8 * 
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Who foon ſhalt _ a ſale-ſhop for goed places, 
For which ſo oft the people ſquabble, 

From gaping Coblers to their gaping Graces, 
And thus provide for greak and little rabble. 


PI ing how calmly C—x takes the bit, 
And trots ſo mildly under MASTER PITT; 
And Th——w, too, whom none but PIT could 
Who bleſt, gith Maſter B1LLY's fineſt ſaddle, [tame, 
No longer makes our brains with neighing addle— 
No longer now Jos's war-horfe ſnorting flame; 
But that flow Brute whom few or none revere, 
Vam'd for his fine baſe voice and length of ear: 


Yet now ſo gentle, you may ſmooth his noſe 
Poor CH——C—LLOR * will make no riot 
Calm in his ſtall his aged limbs repoſe, 
And pleas'd he eats his oats and hay in quiet! 


This Pair, ſo tame, amid the courtier throng, 
Shall drag their Maſter William's coach along, 
And raiſe the wonder of the million ! 
Juſt like two bull-dogs in a country town, 
That gallop in their harneſs up and down, 
With Mons1gur MoxKEy for poſtillion. 


We'll ſing the Brothers of our loving Queen,. 
Fine hungry, hearty youths as e'er were ſeen ;; 


* The name of che horſe. 
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Who, 1 once try 4, would Hine; I make no abt 
And chiefly he who merits high rewards, 
Who, wriggling to the Hanoverian gyards, | 
Kept the poor PRINCE of BRUNSWICK out, 
Although ſo brave a Prince, and ſpilt his blood 
So freely for the King of England's * good. | 


We'll fing, too, Maſter R—LTE, who, fond of fame, 
High-daring, from the land of dumplings came, 
Jo bear the MiniSTER—to be his afs 
Like Conj'ror BALAAM's reas ning brute, 
That carry'd BALAAM, BALAK to ſalute, 
And curſe the Iſraelites, alas! | 


And lo! as did the Lord 
Who op'd the mouth of BaLaam's beat ; 

So hath our Lord, Squire P1TT, upon my word, 
Op'd MasrER R-LLE's, to give the houſe a fealt! 


Yet, hang it! DEv'NSHIRE is by ARAM + bent— 
A circumſtance that wrings the Poet's ſoul—— 
For BALAAu's Jack-aſs made a ſpeech quite neat, 
Which never yet was done by PiTT's poor R— 


Or ſhall I ſing old Conxnwarr's death, 
Or fierce Sir BULLFACE, who refign'd his breath 


* This is ſcarcely credible, but it is nevertheleſs true. The 
Prince of Brunſwick's Genius was forced to yield to the ſupe- 
rior one of the Queen's Brother! 


+ Balaam's Country Seat. ES | 
„%% ou With 
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With Brother Conrad in the elf lame year— 
A downright bear! | 
Who bade a Monarcn, like a boy at ſchool, 
Not ſpend his money like a tl: | 


We too might ſing the King of Swine,, 
Sir Joszrn ! peerleſs in the fat'ning line. 


We too may BRUDENELL ſing, who, ſome time ſince, 


Admir'd and lov'd, ador'd and prais'd his. PRIXCE ; 
Follow'd him, ſpaniel like, about ; 

Zwore himſelf black, poor fellow, in the face, 
That he would ten times rather loſe his place 

Than leave him— Thus faid he with phiz devout: 
But when it came to paſs H Is Hi6nuvEss try'd him, 
This falſe APOSTLE, PETER like, deny'd him! 


We'll ſing Lonp Garza a man of note, 
Who turn'd his Taylor, much enrag'd, away, 
Becauſe he ſtitch'd a ſtar upon his coat - 

vo ſmall, it ſcarcely threw a ray 
Whereas he wild a planet huge to flame, 
To put the moon's full orb to. ſhame 
He wanted one ſo large, with rays ſo thick, 
As to eclipſe the ſtar of Sir JOHN DICK! 
Sir Jonx, who got his ſtar, ſo Wig and — 
For making ſuper-excclient four krout ©, 


This honour of the ſtar was really conſerred on him by the 
Emeness or Rossi for furniſhing the Ruſſian fleet, in the 
Mediterranean, with the above cabbage manufaQure, to ſharpen 
their courage for the maſſacre of the poor Turks. 
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Or, Muſe, ſuppoſe we ſing the S—xEtR's wig, 
In which, *tis ſaid, a world of wiſdom lies ; 
Which, to a head-piece ſcarcely worth a fig, 
Importance gives, that greatly doth ſurpriſe, 
When through the chaos of the houſe he bawls 
For ORDEs that oft flies St. Stephen's walls; 
Driv'n by a hoſt of ſcrapes, and hawks, and bums, 
And ng noſes, that diſtract her drums. | 


For, Maſe, we cis well ſing poor Gore) 8 head, 
Becauſe it wanteth eyes imperfect creature — 
Again ite lining hap'neth to be lead 

Such are the whimſicalities. of Nature : 
And thus this ſpeaking head-piece is, no doubt ; 

As wk within as certes tis without! _ 


Yet was this Youth „ a pretty ſprig 
A very promiſing, a thriving twig, 

That by his parents dear was ſaid would be, 
In A a very comely tree, 

And what thoſe parents dear would alſo ſuit, 
Produce enormous guantities of fruit, | 
By God's good grace, and much good looking after— 
A thought that Now convulſeth we with laughter | 


Suppoſe we chaunt old W1LL1s and his whip, 
At which the human hide revolts ; 
Who bids, like graſshoppers, his pupils ſkip, 
And breaks mad gentlemen like colts; 
| | Or 
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Or trains them, like a pointer, to his hand 
And ſuch the mighty Conjuror's command, 
He, by the magic of ſticks, ropes, and eyes, 
Commands wild Folly to be tame and wiſe. 


Or grant we throw away a verſe or two 
Upon the BEDCHAMBER's moſt idle I MpS—— 
| Thoſe Lords of gingerbread—a gaudy crew, 

Sticking together juſt like ſocial ſhrimps z, 

Regardleſs who the State- Coach drives, 

So they may lead good merry, lazy lives; 


Pleas'd een from devils to receive their pay, 4 
So they, like moths, may flutter life away ! 

Pi r ſnall the Houſe of Commons rule, 
And ele of poor INCURABLES the ſchool ; 3 
And pour on ſuch the vengeance of his ſpleen, 
As meanly think of HAS rTINGSs and the — | 
On d'monds P1TT and Co. ſhall largely feaſt, „„ 
Knock down the Nabobs, and exhauſt the Eaſt ! 


O Lapy! whoſe great wiſdom thinketh fit 

To ſpread thy petticoat o'er WILLIAM LITT 
This WILLIAM Pirr and Thou, without a joke, 
Will turn out moſt extraordinary folk ! . 


Pirr and the PRrærcoær ſhall rule together, 
Lach with the other vaſtly taken ; | 
Make, when they chuſe, or fair, or filthy weather, 
And cut up kingdoms juſt like bacon ! 


THUS 
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THUS having finiſh*d PRUDENCE, with a ſtare, 
Exclaim'd, * Rank irony—thou wicked Poet.“ 
Quoth IJ, My little Preſbyterian Fair, | 
« I know it. 
« Aht” quoth the Dame again, with lifted eyes, 
„ When will this ſtupid world be wiſe ?““ 
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= Ah! had the PriNCE his proper int'reſt felt, 
© And like BUCEPHALUS, the famous, knelt 
4 To take PiTT ALEXANDER on his back, 
« He might have ambled prettily along, 
« And very rarely felt his rider's thong 
Juſt now and then a gentle ſmack, 
% T' inform his Royal colt what Being rode him, 
« And with ſuch dignity beſtrode him. 
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„% Yes—had His HIN ESsS but vouchſaf d to ſtoop, | 
& With heav*n-born PiTT he might have eat his ſoup, 
Joy'd i in the full poſſeſſion of his wiſhes, 

And with his ſervant ſhar'd the loaves and fiſhes!“ | 
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ODE XII. Lib. IN 
AD AUGUSTUM. 


QUE! EM virum aut heroa Tyra vel acri 
Tibia ſumes celebr are, Clio? 5 
Quem deum ? eujus. recinet jocoſa 


Nomen imago, | 
| Aut. 
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Aut in umbroſis Heliconis oris, 


Aut ſuper Pindo, gelidove in Hemo 2 


Une vocalem temere inſequutæ 


Orphea ſylvæ, 


Arte materna rapidos morantem 

Fluminum lapſus, celereſque ventos, 

Blandum & auritas fidibus canoris 
Ducere quercus. 


Quid prius dicam ſolitis Parentis 


Laudibus? qui res hominum ac deorum, 
Qui mare & terras, variiſque mundum 


Temperat horis:? 


Unde nil majus generatur ipſo, 


Nec viget quidquam ſimile aut ſecundum: 


Proximos illi tamen occupavit 


Pallas honores. 


Prœlius audax neque te ſilebo 
Liber, & ſævis inimica virgo 
Belluis: nec te metuende certa 


Phcebe, ſagitta. 


Dicam & Alceiden ; pueröſque Ledæ, 


Hunc equis, illum ſuperare pugnis 
Nobilem: quorum ſimul alba nautis 
Stella refulſſt, 8 


: Defluit 
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Defluit ſaxis agitatus humor: 

Concidunt venti, fugiuntque nubes: 

Et minax, quod ſic voluere, ponto 
Unda recumbit. 


Romulum poſt hos prius, an quietum 
Pompili regnum memorem, an ſuperbos 


Tarquini faces, dubito, an Catonis 


Nobile lethum. 


Regulum, & Scauros, animæque magnæ 


Prodigum Paulum, ſuperante Pœno, 


Gratis inſigni referam Cameœna, 
Fabriciùmque. 


Hunc, & incomitis Curium capillis, 


Utilum bello tulit, & Camillum 


Sæva paupertas, & avitus apto 
Cum lare fundus. 


Creſcit occulto velut arbor æ - 
Fama Marcelli: Micat inter omnes 


Julium ſidus, velut inter ignes 
Luna minores. 


Gentis humanæ pater atque cuſtos 
Orte Saturno; tibi cura magni 


Ceæſaris fatis data: Tu ſecundo | 


Cæſare regnes. 


Ille 
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Ille ſeu Parthos Latio imminentes 
Egerit juſto dometos triumpho, 8 


Sixe ſubjectos Orientis oris 
Seras & Indos: 


Te minor latum regit equus orbem: 
Tu gravi curru quaties Olympum, 


Tu parum caſtis inimica mittes 
Fulmina lucis. 
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Defluit ſaxis agitatus humor: 
Concidunt venti, fugiüntque nubes : 
Et minax, quod lic voluere, ponto 
| Unda recumbit. 


 Romulum poſt hos prius, an quietum 
Pompili regnum memorem, an ſuperbos 
Tarquini faces, dubito, an Catonis 


Nobile lethum. 


Regulum, & Scauros, animæque magnm®: 

Prodigum Paulum, ſuperante Pœno, 

Gratis inſigni referam Camcena, 
Fabriciùmque. | 


Hunc, & incomitis Curium capillis, 

Utilum bello tulit, & Camillum 

Sæva paupertas, & avitus apto 
Cum lare fundus. 


Creſcit occulto velut arbor evo 

Fama Marcell: Micat inter omnes 

Julium ſidus, velut inter ignes 
Luna minores. | 


Jentis humanæ pater atque cuſtos 
Orte Saturno; tibi cura magni | 
Ceſaris fatis data: Tu ſecundo 
| Cæſare regnes. 
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Ille ſeu Parthos Latio imminentes 
Egerit juſto dometos triumpho, 
Sive ſubjectos Orientis oris | 
Seras & Indos: 


Te minor latum regit equus orbem: 

Tu gravi curru quaties Olympum, 

Tu parum caſtis inimica mittes 
Fulmina lucis. 
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SUBJECTS | 


PAINTERS. 


& Qui veut peindre pour I'Immortalits, 
* Doit peindre des Sots.” FoNTENETTE. 


 _ SCENE, 
IHE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
Pack and good-will to this fair meeting TONY 
I come not with hoſtility, but greeting 
Not eagle-like to ſcream, but dove-like coo it 
I come not with the ſword of vengeance, rhyme, 
To ſlaſh, and act as journeyman to Time 


The God himſelf has juſt arriv'd to do it. 


To make each feeble figure a poor corſe, 

I come not with the ſhafts of ſatire ſporting ; 
Then view me not like Stubbs's ſtaring horſe, 
With terror on th' approaching lion ſnorting : 
| | | =. J come 


8 
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I come to bid the hatchet's labours ceaſe, 
And ſmoke with friends the calumet of peace. 


Knight of the polar ſtar, or bear, don't ſtart, 


And, like ſomelong-ear'dcreatures, bray * what art?'— 


Sir William, ſhut your ell-wide mouth of terror— 
I come not here, believe me, to complain 
Of ſuch as dar'd employ thy building brain, 


And criticiſe an economic error“. 


I come not here to call thee knave or fool, 
And bid thee ſeek again Palladio's ſchool ; 


Or copy Heav'n, who form'd thy head ſo thick, 
To give ſtability to itone and brick ; 


No—*twould be cruel now to make a rout 


The very ſtones already have cry'd out. 


come not here, indeed, new cracks to ſpy, 
And call thee for the workmanſhip hard names; 


To point which wing ſhall next forſake the iky, 


And tumble in the Strand, or in the Thames. 


A large portion of the Royal Academy, raiſed at an ex- 


traordinary expence, fell to the ground lately; but as the Knight 


is a favourite at court, no harm is done, The nation is able 
to rear it again, which will be a benefit ticket in Sir William's 


WAY. 
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Nor come J here to cover thee with ſhame, 

For putting clever academic men “, 

Like calves or pigs, into a pen, 


To ſee the King of England and his Dame, 


*Midft carts and coaches, golden horſe and foot; 
*Midſt peopPd windows, chimnies, and old walls; ; 
Midſt marrow-bones and cleavers, fife and flute, 


Paſſing in pious pilgrimage to Paul's. 


Where, as the ſhow of gingerbread went by, 
The rain, as if in mockery, from the uy 
Dribbl'd on ev'ry academie nob, 

And waih'd each pigtail ſmart, and powder'd bob. 


Waſh' d many a vilage, black, and brown, and fair, 


Giving to each ſo pictureſque an air; 
Reſembling that of drooping, rain-ſoak'd fowls, 
Or, what 's a better picture, parboil'd owls ; 
Whilft thou, great Jove upon Oly mpus, aping, 
: Didſt ſit majeltie; from a window gaping. | 


O, Weſt, that fix'd and load eye forbear, 
Which ſcowling marks the bard with doubt and tears 


* Sir William actually gave orders for the non-admiſſion of 
the Royal A cademicians into the Academy, to ſee the Royal 
proceition to St, Paul's, as he had ſome women and children of 
his acquainta nce who wiſhed to fee the ſhow. Half. a-dozen 
boards were confequently ordered to be put together on | THE 
putilide of the building for their £05 mam 
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Thy forms are ſacred from my wrath divine; 
*T were cruel to attack ſuch erippl'd creatures, 
80 very, very feeble in their natures, 


Already gaſping in a deep decline! 


I ſeek them not with ſcalping thoughts, wan 
Too great my ſoul to bid the figures bleed: 
No—peace and happineſs attend 'em; 
Where'er they go, poor imps, God mend em. 


I come not to impart to thee the crime 
Of over-dealing in the true ſublime ; 

1 ſcorn with malice thus thy fame to wound; 
Nor cruel to declare, and hurt thy trade, 
That too divine effects of light and ſhade 

Wherever midſt thy labours ta be found. 


Nor ſwear to blaſt an atom of thy merit, 
That elegance, expreſſion, ſpirit, 


Too ſtrongly from the canvaſs blaze 


And d-mn thee thus with Raphael's praiſe : 
| Beſides, againſt the ftream I ſcorn to ruſhz _ 
The world ne'er ſaid, nor thought it of thy bruſh, 


Were I to write thy epitaph, I'd fay, 
« Here hes below a painter's clay, 

* Who work'd away molt furiouſly for ING 
And prov'd that fire of inclination, | 
For pleaſing the great Ruler of a Nation, 


And fire of genius, are two different things. a 
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Nor come I here t' inform ſome men ſo wiſe, 
Who ſhine not yet upon the R. A. lift, 
That limbs in fpaſms and crack'd, and gogling eyes, 
With grandeur cannot well exiſt. 
Nay, let it be recorded in my rhyme, 
Convulſions cannot give the true ſublime. 


St. Vitus might be virtuous to romance 

Peace to the manes of that eapering Saint: 
Vet let me tell the ſons of paint, 
Sublimity adorneth not his dance. 


Wide ſaucer eyes and dire diſtortion, 

Will only make a good abortion. 

No, | landſcape painters, let your gold ſtream ſlecp-— 
Sleep golden ſkies, and bulls, and golden cows, 


And golden groves and vales, and golden ſheep, 
And golden goats, the golden graſs that brouze, 


Which with fuch golden luſtre flame, 
As beat the very golden frame. 


Peace to the ſcenes of Birmingham's bright choc! 


Peace to the brighter ſcenes of Pontypool ; 


Aw'd I approach, ye ſovereigns of the bruſh, 
With Modefty's companion ſweet, a bluſh, 
And heſitation nat'ral to her tongue ; 


And eye ſo diffident, with beam ſo mild, 


Like Eve's when Adam on her beauties ſmil d, 


And led her bluſhing, nothing loath, along, 
To 


* > 
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To give the lady a green gown ſo ſweet, 
On beds of roſes, Love's delicious feat. 
Yes, ſober, trembling, Quaker-like, I come 
To this. great dome 
To offer ſubjects to the ſons of paint: 
Accept the pleaſant tales and hints J bring, 
Of Knight, and Lord, and Commoner, and King, 
Sweeter than hiſt'ry of embowell'd ſaint ; 
Or martyr beat like Shrovetide coeks with bats, 
And fir'd like turpentin'd poor roaſting rats. 


Inimical as dogs to pigs, 
Or wind and rain to powder'd wigs, 
Or mud from kennels to a milk-white ſtocking z 
Hoſtile to Peter's phiz as if a peſt, i 
Why ſprings the man of hiſt'ry, Maſter Weſt, 


Andcries, * Off, off; your tales and hints are ſhocking ; 5 


48 Inventions—fabrications—lies—d-mn'd lies; 


(0 * Kings, and the world beſides, thy ſpite deſpiſe, | 


Wi you” re a liar, ev? ry body knows itz 
« Sir, ev'ry flupid ſtanza ſhows it: 
« Sir, you know nothing of a King and neen z x 
In ſpheres too high their orbs ſuperior roll © 
% By thy poor little groveling, mole-ey'd ſoul, 

* Thou out- caſt of Parnaſſus, to be ſeen. 


pay 


“Sir, they do honour to their god-like ſtation, 
The two firft luminaries of the nation, 


T3 | | « 8 
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„ 80 meek, good, gen'rous, virtuous, humble, wiſe, 
e Whilſt thou a ſavage, a great fool ſo fat, 
& Curs'd with a conſcience blacker than my hat, 
« Art rival to that fiend the Prince of Lies. 


& Go pour thy venom on my Lear K. 
6 A whiſper, Hopkins, Sternhold, in thy ear : 
« King Lear, to mortify thee, goes | 
«© Where Majeſty delights with Weſt to prate, 

«© Much more than Miniſters of State, 
« Where thou ſhalt never ſhow thy noſe! 


„ Where Pages fancy it a heinous crime. 
„ Thou foul-mouth'd fellow, to repeat thy rhyme ; 
« Where ev'ry Cook, it is my firm belief, 
«© Would nobly make it a religious point, 
Rather than put thy traſh upon a joint, 
e To let the fire conſuming burn the beef. 


1 There's not a ſhop-keeper in Windſor town 
% That would not hang 1 925 ſhoot thee, ſtab os 
& drown, 

-— 6h That doth not d-mn thy | tuff, thy odes and 4 7 
„That doth not think thy Odes would give diſeaſe 
« To ev'ry thing they wrapp'd to bread, to cheeſes 
„ Nay, give contagion to a bag of nails. 

« 'The very Windfor dogs and cats,. 
40 The ey Waindfor owls and bats, 


A pretty dn Sketch now in the Exhibition. 
EY | | 40 n | 
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C Would howland ſquawl, and hoot and fhriek to meet 
« Like thee a n e, in the ſtreet. 


66 The „ of Windſor from each ſhop, 

« Some pointing brooms, and ſome a ſcornful mop,. 
«© Their loyal ſentiments would difembogue, _ 
„And taunting cry, * There goes a lying rogue. 


& Behold rank impudence thy rhymes inſpire ; 
« Conſummate inſolence thy verſe provoke ! 
« Fool! to believe thy Muſe a Muſe of fire, 
&« A chimney-ſwceper's drab, a Muſe of ſmoke. 


* The very bell-man's rhymes poſſeſs more merit; 
© Nay, Nichols“ Magazine exceeds in ſpirit :. _ 

«© A printer's devil, with conceit fo drunk, 

« Who publiſhes for Gentlemen and trunk; 


Who ſets up author on old Bowyer's ſcraps; 
% Bowyer, whoſe pen recorded all the raps 
That hungry authors gave to Bowyer's door, 
To ſwell the curious literary ſtore: 


40 Who on a purblind be back, 
A founder'd, broken-winded hack, 
Rides out to find old farthings, nails, and bones 
On darkeſt coins the brighteſt legend reads, 
** On traceleſs copper ſees imperial heads, 
And makes inſcriptions older than the ſtones. 
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« © Have pity on a pris'ner's caſe ſo ſhocking- 
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« Too bids, to give his cuſtomers ſurpriſe, 
„ A Druid altar from a pig-iye riſe. 


& Yes, Nichols aping wiſdom through his glaſſes 
& Thee, thee Apollo's ſcavenger ſurpaſſes. 


Soon ſhall wee ſee the Fleet thy carcaſe wring, 


Mean thro? the priſon grate for farthings angling g. 
&« Suſpending feet of ſtockings by a ſtring, 
« Or glove or night-cap for our bounty dangling ; 


« Whilſt iJaing from thy mouth begrim'd with bears, 
Thy pale noſe poking thro' thy priſon hole, 


c The hollow voice of mis'ry will be heard, 


« Kind ge*mman, pity a poor hungry od. 


& © Good Lady, put a farthing i in the Rocking | 1 


he What 3 thus bold a face to puſh ! 4 


* Arm'd with a winking light of paltry ruſh, 


« As if with Truth's bright torch, into our room; | 
« To dart on ignorance the fancied ray 


„To bid of Barbariſm the empire blaze, 


« And * Mum _ — pn | 


« Get out; and hs den- t come tonbling: mes 
* dog 3 2 Mater, company than thee. 


1 hk ye—jnuch oBlig'd t'ye, Maſter Weſt, 


For thoughts ſo kind, and prettily expreſt; 
| ; | Yet 
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Yet won't I be refus'd, I won't indeed; 


This memory of mine contains a mint 


And thus in bold defiance, I proceed. 


Their names are ſacred from the poet's ſpleen 
Peace to their reign; they feel no more my 
Whether to Hanover they wiſely roam, 
Or full as wiſely count their caſh at home, 
My ſatire ſhall not hurt the gentlefolks. 


Pleas'd in a hut to broil my mutton bone, 
I ſigh not for the ven'ſon of a throne : 


You muſt, you ſhall have tale, and ode, and hint; 


Yet mind me, as to our bright King and Queen, 


jokes, | 


Nay, ſlavery doth not with my pride agree; 


A toad-eater's an imp I don't admire ;. 
Nor royal ſmall-talk doth my ſoul deſire —— 


I've ſeen my Sovereigns—that's enough for me. 


A thouſand themes for canvath I could name, 


To give the artiſt beef and fame: 
Lo! Hodſell in his country ſeat fo fine, 


Where, midſt his tulips, grin ſtone apes with parrots, 


Where Neptune foams along a bed of carrots, 
Inſtead of cleaving through his native brine. 


Where Phoebus ſtrikes to e his firings, 
Where Mars to vanguith beets herote leans ; 


The great and mighty Ruler of the ſkies, 
Sublimely thunders through a bed of beans ; 


Where Love o'er garlick waves his purple wings, 


Cloſe 


And, arm'd with lightnings, with terrific eyes, 


— - 
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Cloſe by whoſe ſide the hay-makers are mating, 
And Dutchmen to their knees in onions ſkaiting. 


A mighty warrior in the Houſe of Lords, 
Swallowing alas! a bitter, bitter pill; 

Eating, poor man, his own ſad words, 

Exceedingly againſt his noble will ; 


; Will Rawdon by his fide, with martial 95 | 

Commandeth him to ſwallow with a grace; 
Would make an intereſting ſcene, indeed, 

And ſhow the courage of King Charles's breed! 


How like a Doctor, forcing down the throat 
Of ſome poor puling child a doſe of ſalts, 
At which its little ſoul revolts, 

With wrigling limbs, wry mouths, and piteous note; 

Yet forc'd to take the formidable purge, | 

Or taſte a bitt'rer doſe, the threat'ned ſcourge! 


Or Richmond *, watchful of the State's ſalvation, 
Sprinkling his ravelins o'er the nation; 

| Now buying leathern boxes up by tuns, 
Improving thus the nature of great guns; ; 


* The Duke abſolutely ordered cannon to be inde of lea · 
ther, from aſauf-box-maker, which, at Woolwich, on Satur- 
day the ſecond day of May, 1789, were ſeriouſly tried, and 
like many Nobleman, found too . 

N „ Guns 
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Cas bleſt with double nature” 3, mild and rough, 
To give a broadfide, or a pinch of ſnuff. 
Or Richmond * at th' enormous reck” ning ſtruck, 
At Portſmouth batling hard about a duck. 


A certain high and N Dutcheſs, 
Hugging her huſband in her cat- like clutches, 
Biting and tearing him with brandy zeal; 

Whoſe flax in heaps is ſeen to fly around, 
- Whilſt he, pale wight, emits a plaintive ſound, 
Like animals that furniſh man with veal; 


Would make e pleaſing ſcene, 
Showing the mettle of an arrant Queen; 
Longing to ſhine a firſt-rate ftar at Court, 
For. ſatire's pen, a ſubject of rare ſport ; 
Longing to purity a luckleſs blood, 
Deep-ſtain'd, and ſmelling of its native mud. 


At Portſmouth his Grace, not long ſince, beſpoke a din- 


ner for a few friends; and becauſe no impreſſion had been 


made. on a roaſted duck, Charles Lenox, Duke of Richmond, 


Earl of March, Maſter Gcncral of the Ordnance, Lord Lieu- 
tenant and Cuſtos Rotulorum of the county of Suſſex, Duke of 
Lenox in Scotland, and Aubigny in France, Kuight of the 
moſt noble order of the Garter, &c., thought it a grie vous im- 
polition, and conſequently ordered the landlord of -the inn to 
deduQt the eighteen-pence, the price of the duck, from the 
bill, which was done accordingly. 


The. 
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The valiant Glo'ſter at the army's head, 


Drawn as the glorious Macedonian youth; 


In. battle galloping o'er hills of dead, 
Would glow with ſuch an air of truth !. 
Not on a jack-aſs mounted, but a ſteed 
Of old Bucephalus's breed. | 


Saliſb' ry examining the iron hands 


Of Fame's and ſweet St. Giles's blackguard bands 
That clap our Kings to Parliament and play 


Saliſb'ry, too, ganging all their gaping throats, 


Exciſeman-hke, to find the beſt for notes, 
That money mayn't be thrown away : 


Reſolv'd from thoſe ſame legions of vulgarity, 


To get full penny-worths of popularity; 
Reſolv'd his maſter ſhall be fairly treated, 
And not, as uſual, by his ſervants cheated. 


Suppoſe, to give this humour-loving iſle 
A pretty opportunity to ſmile, 


You paint the Solomon of yon fam'd place *, 
Where fair Philoſophy, the heav'nly dame, 
By barb'rous uſage cover'd deep with On, 


No longer ſhows her exil'd face 
Where cent. per cent. in value riſe, 


| tad-poles, graſs hoppers, and flies. 
* The Royal e 


; Suppoſe 
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3 you paint Sir Joſeph's all ſo bleſt, 
With many a paraſitical dear gueſt, 
Swol'n by their flatt*ries like a bladder big, 
Throwing away of learning ſuch a waſte, 
And proving his ſuperior claſſic taſte, 
By ſwallowing the ſumen of a pig. 


Pitt trying to unclench Britannia's fiſt, 
Imploring money for a King ; 

Telling moſt mournful tales of civil liſt 
The Lady's tender heart to wring, 


Tales of expence in Doctors' bills, 

High price of bliſters, boluſſes, and pills, 

Long journey to St. Paul's t' oblige the nation, 
And give God thanks for reſtoration : 
Britannia with arch look the while, 


Partaking ſtrongly of a ſmile, „ 


Pointing to that huge dome *, the nation? s wealth; 
Where people ſometimes place thes caſh by ſtealth, 
And all fo modeſt with their ſecret ſtore, 


Inform the world they're poor, ah,very poor. 


{ 


- Brudnell and Symonds + with each other vying, 


Sweet youths 1 for little Norman's þ favours ſighing 


* The Bank of England. | 8 
+ Lord B. and Sir Richard S. s's conteſt for the charming 
prize is well known to the Opera Houſe. | 
+ A pretty black- eyed Figurante at the Opera, 
rol th ol - 
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Eh i effect would = ; 
That hugging mother for the daughter's charms, 
This with the yielding damſel in his arms, 
Taking the citadel by ſtorm ; 
That running with the girl in triumph off, 
This with the dog, the mother, and the muff. 


A great law Chief, whom gag Demon ſcares, 
Compell'd to kneel and pray , who ſwore his pray rs, 
The dev'l behind him pleas'd and grinning, 


, Patting the angry lawyer on the ſhoulder, 


Declaring_.nought was ever bolder, | 
Admiring ſuch a'novel mode of finning : 


Like this, a ſubje& would be reckon'd rare, 


Which proves what blood-game infidels can dare; 
Which to my mem'ry brings a fact, „„ 
Which nothing but an Engliſh tar would at — 


In ſhips of war, on Sunday 8 pray'rs are given ; 
For though fo wicked, ſailors think of heav'n, 


Particularly in a ſtorm; 


Where, if they find no brandy to get 1 


Their ſouls are in a miſerable funk, 
Then vow they to th' Almighty to reform, 


If in his goodneſs only once, once more, 


He'll ſuffer them to clap a foot on ſhore. 


On the thankſgiving day at St. Paul's. 
7 | In 
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In calms, indeed, or gentle airs, 

They ne'er on week- days peſter Heav'n with pray'rs; 

For 'tis amongſt the Jacks a common ſaying, 
„Where there's nodanger, there's no need of praying.“ 


One Sunday morning all were met 
To hear the parſon preach and pray, 
All but a boy, who, willing to forget | | y 
That pray'rs were handing out, had ſtol'n away | 
And, thinking praying but a uſeleſs taſſc, | 
Had crawPd to take a nap, into a caſk. 7 [ | | 
Ys 


The boy was ſoon found miſſing, and full ſoon © 1 
The botſwain's cat ſagacious ſmelt him out; | 4: 
Gave him a clawing to ſome tune ” | | 
This cat's a couſin Germain to the Knout *. | 4 


10 come * you ſculking dog, * the boatſwain cry'd, 1 


And ſave your d n'd young ſinful ſoul:?ꝰ „ i! 
He then the eee ee cat apply'd, | | j f 
And turn'd him like a badger from his hole. [ il | 

. 114 

Sulky the boy march'd on, and did not mind kim, | [ | 
Altho' the boatſwain flogging kept behind him: f i f 
* Flog,” cried the boy, © log—curſe me, flog away 1 | 


. 


* I'll go—but mind God d——n me if I'll pray.“ 1 


A common puniſhment in Ruſſia, 
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| THE 
KING or SPAIN any Tus HORSE. 


IN ſev' ateen 1 ſev? nty-eight, 
The rich, the proud, the potent King of nts, 
Whoſe anceſtors ſent forth their troops to ſmite | 
The peaceful natives of the weſtern main, 
With faggots and the blood-delighting ſword, 

To play the devil, to oblige the Lord! 


For hunting, roaſting heretics, and boiling, 


Baking and barbecuing, frying, broiling, 


Was thought Heav'ns cauſe amazingly to further; - 


For which moſt pious reaſon, hard to work 
They went with gun and dagger, knife and fork, 
To charm the God of Mercy with their murther! 


I fay, this King in ſev'nty- eight ſurvey'd, 

In tapeſtry ſo rich, pourtray d 

A horfe with ſtirrups, crupper, bridle, ſaddle : 

Within the ſtirrup, lo, the Monarch try'd 

To fix his foot, the palfry to beſtride; | 
In, vain !—he could not o'er the palfry ſtraddle 45 


Suff as a Turk the beaſt of yarn remain d 
And ev'ry effort of the King diſdain'd, 
Who *midft his Iabours to the ground was comes, 


| and * mortified, as well as humbled. 
N | | Prodigious 
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Prodigious was the ſtruggle of the day, 
The horſe attempted not to run away; 


At which the poor-chaf'd Monarch now gan grin, 


And ſwore by ev'ry ſaint and holy martyr, 
He would not yield the traitor quarter, 
Until he got poſſeſſion of his ſkin. 


Not fiercer fam'd La Mancha's knight, 
| Hight Quixote, at a puppet ſhow, 
Did with more valour ſtoutly fight, 
And terrify each little ſqueaking foe; 
When bold he pierc'd the lines, immortal fray ! 
And broke their paſte- board bones, and ſtabbꝰ d their 
INE of. hay. 


Not with more e and fury 
Ihe beauteous ſtreet- walker of Drury 
Attacks a ſiſter of the ſmuggling trade, 
Whoſe winks, and nods, and ſweet reſiſtleſs ſmile, 
Ah, me! her paramour beguile, 

And to her bed of healthy ſtraw perſuade; 3 
Where mice with mufic charm, and vermin crawl, 
And ſnails with filver traces deck the wall. 


And now a cane, and now a whip he us'd, 

And now he kick'd, and fore the palfry bruis'd ; 
Yet, lo, the horſe ſeem'd patient at each kick, 
And bore with Chriſtian ſpirit whip and flick 
And what exceſſively provok'd this Prince, 
The horſe ſo ſtubborn ſcorn d ev'a once to wince. 


vi _ _ Now | 
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Now ruſh'd the Monarch for a bow and arrow, . 
To ſhoot the rebel like a ſparrow; 

And lo, with ſhafts well ſteel'd, with all his Sus; 
Juſt like a pin-cuſhion, he ſtuck the horſe ! 


Now with the fury of the chaf'd wild boar, 

With nails and teeth the wounded horſe he tore; 
Now to the floor he brought the ſtubborn. beaſt; 

Now o'er the vanquiſh'd horſe that dar'd rebel, 

Moſt Indian-like the Monarch gave a yell, 
Pleas'd on the quadruped his eyes to feaſt ; 

 Bleft as Achilles when with fatal wound 

He brought the mighty Hector to the ground. 


Vet more to gratify his godlike we 

He vengeful flung the palfry in the fire ! 
Showing his pages round, poor trembling things, 
How dang'r. rous to reſiſt the will of Kings. 


Lo RꝝD B. AND THE EUNUCH. 


A LORD, moſt muſically mad, 
Yet with a taſte ſuperlatively bad, 
_ Aſk'd a ſqueal eunuch to his houſe one day 
A poor old ſemivir, whoſe throat 
Had loſt its love-reſounding note, 7 
Which art had giv'n, and time bad ſtol'n away. 
% Signor 
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« Signor Squalini, with a 8 air, 
The Lord began, grave riſing from his chats, 
Taking Squalini kindly by the hand; 
“Signor Squalini, much I fear 
I've got a moſt unlucky ear, 
« And that 'tis known to all the muſic band. 


% Fond of abuſe, each fidling coxcomb carps, 

« And, true it is, I don't know flats from ſharps : 
Indeed, Signor Squalini, *tis no hum; 

*© So ill doth muſic with my organs ſuit, 

I ſcarcely know a fiddle from a flute, 
„The hautbois from the double drum. 


* 
* 


Now tho' with Lords, a number of this nation, 
I go to op'ras, more through faſhion 
« Than for the love of muſic, I could wiſh 
„The world might think I had ſome little taſte, 
«+ That thoſe two ears were tolerably chaſte, 
„ But, Sir, I am as ſtupid as a fiſh. ” 


4 Get me the credit of a Cagnoſcente, 
« Gold ſhan't be wanting to content 7e. 


_— 


* Braviſſimo 4 my Lor,“ 15 Squalins; 
With acquieſcent bow, and ſmile of N 5 
De nobleman muſs never look de ninny. —— 
True,“ cry'd the noble Lord, with German 
. 


« My 
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„My Lor, ven men vant money in der purſe, 
% Dey do no vant de world to tink dem poor, 
& Becauſe, my Lor, dat be von ſhabby curſe ; 
„ Dis all ſame Bay wid 1 Tgnoraunce, my Lor. 


6 Right, ” ery'd his Lordſhip, i in a grumbling tone, 
Much like a maſtiff jealous of his bone. 


But firſt I want ſome technicals: Signor. 8 
Bowing, the Eunuch anſwered “ Iſs, my Los ; 
« I teaſh your Lordſhip queekly, queekly, all, 
« Dere vat be call de /o/ennto note, 
© Dat be ven finger oppen vide de troat, 
« And den for long time make de ſquawl—— 
„ Muſh long, long note, dat do continue while 
A man, my Lor, can valk a mile. 


40 My Lor, der likewiſe be de cromatique, 

« As if de finger vas in greef, or ſick, 
„ And had de colick—dat be ver, ver fine: 
« De high, oh, dat muſician call 2 Prano; | 


% De low voice, baſſo ; de ſoff note, pianc 
6 Bravoura, queek, bold—here Marcheſi ſhine. 7 


„ Dis Mara, too, and Billington, do know 
hs „ Allegro, quick; Adagio, be de flow; 
« Pompoſo, dat be manner make de roar: 
% Magſtoſo, dat be grand and nobel ting, 
„ Much like de voice of Emperor, or de King; 
1 « Or you, my Lor, 
When in de houſe you make de grand oration, 


4 For ſave, my Lor, de noble Englis nation.” 
5 „ — | Thus 
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Thus having giv'n his Leſſon, and a bow, 
With high complacency his Lordſhip ſmil'd : 
Unravell'd was his Lordſhips pucker'd brow, 
His ſconling eye, like Luna's beams, ſo mild : 


Such is th' effect, when flatt'ries ſweet cajole 
That praiſe-admwing wight yclep'd the ſoul ; 
And from the days of Adam tis the caſe, 

That great's the ſympathy *twixt ſoul and face. 


Signor Squalini,” cry'd the Lord, 

« The op'ra is begun, upon my word 

% Allons, Signor, and hear me— mind, 

« As ſoon as ever you ſhall find 

„A ſinger's voice above or under pitch, 

« Tuſt touch my toe, or give my arm a twitch.” 


“ Ifs, iſs, my Lor, (the eunuch ſtraight reply'd,) 
© I ſheet cloſe by your Lorſhip” fide; 

« And den, accordin to your Lorſhip? wiſh, . 

« I give your Lorſhip' elbow littel twiſh.” 


2 


Now to the opera, muſic's ſound to hear, 

The old Caſtrato and the noble Peer | ; 
Proceeded — Near the orcheſtra they ſat, 

Before the portals of the fingers' throats ! 

| The critic couple mouſing for bad notes 

With all the keeneſs of a hungry cat. 


Now came an out-of-tuniſh note 
The Eunuch twitch'd his Lordſhip's coat: 
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Full- mouth'd at oncehis Lordſhiproar'dout *pſha!” 
The orcheſtra, amaz'd, turn round 

To find from whence aroſe the critic ſound, 

When, lo! they heard the Lord, and ſaw! 


The Eunuch kept moſt flily twitching, 

His frowning Lordſhip all the while, 

(Not in the cream of courtly ſtile) 
Be-dogging this poor finger, that a 
| | Uniting too, a hoſt of damning pſhas, 
| And reap'd a plenteous harveſt of applauſe.;—— 
| Grew from that hour a Lord of tuneful ſkill, 
And tho' the Eunuch's dead, remains ſo ſtill. 


a 


ACADEMICIANS. 


SUPPOSE you paint the Dev/l with ſmiling mien; 
Whiſp'ring deceit to any King or Queen, 
Tis what the prince of ſoot hath often done —— 
For lo, with many a King and many a . 88 
In cloſe confab the gentleman 1s ſeen 
With ſuch hath Satan oft a world of fun 
Nlore fun, or diadems are much bely'd, | 
Than all the little under world beſide! 


The Dev'Ps a fellow of much ſterling humour, 
If we may credit public rumour ; 


And 
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And all ſo civil in each act and look, 
That whenſoever we incline 
On ſome rare diſh of fin to dine, 
We can't employ a nicer cook. 


Who, too, ſo generous, diſdains 
To take a fix-pence for his pains 
Nay, at our money would be vext; 


Happy to pleaſe us gratis with his art, 
Provided, when from this world we depart, 
We join his fire-ſide in the next. 


Like Glouceſter, who for pay can leave his party, 


Some years ago I join'd his corps ſo hearty, 
Thinking the Prince of Erebus ill treated ; 
Fir'd by the ſubje& in my rhyming mode, 
I complimented Satan with an ode, 
Which, for the bruſhmen' s ſake, al be repeated, 


| ODE TO THE DEY 1H: 


| Jngratum Odi. 


1 

PRINCE of the dark abodes! I Wen 3 ly i 

Your Highneſs ne'er till now hath ſeen | | 
Youſelf in metre ſhine ;_ | 


Ne'er heard a ſong with praife ſincere, | — N 
Sweet warbled on your ſmutty ear, 74 | 1 < 
Before this Ode of mine. : 1 

1 Fo Perhaps nn 4 
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Perhaps the reaſon is too plain, 
Thou trieſt to Rarve the tuneful train, 
Of potent verſe afraid; 
And yet 1 vow, in all my time, 
I've not beheld a fingle rhyme; 
That ever ſpoil d thy trade, 


I've often read thoſe pious whims 
John Weſley's ſweet d——n hymns, 
That chant of heav'nly riches, 
What have they done ?—thoſe heav'nly ſtrains, 
4 ſqueez d from canting brains, 
3 fill'd Je s earthly breeches? 


There s not a e | in the KY 
| So humbly at the world's command, 

As thy old cloven foot ; 
Like lightning doſt thou fly, when call'd, 
And yet no pick-pocket's ſo maul'd 
As thou, O Prince of Soot! 


What thouſands hourly bent on ſin, 
With ſupplication call thee in, 
To aid them to purſue it; 
Yet, when detected, with a lie 
Ripe at their fingers ends, they cry, 
The Devil made me do it.“ 


Behold the fortunes that are made, 
By men through roguiſh tricks in trade! 


Yet 


* 
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Yet all to thee are owing 
And tho' we meet it ev'ry day, 
The ſneaking raſcals dare not lay, 

This is the Devil's doing. 


As to thy company, I'm ſure, 

No man can ſhun thee on that ſcore; 
The very beſt is thine: 
With Kings, Queens, Miniſters of Sete : 
Lords, Ladies, I have ſeen thee great, 

And many a grave Divine. 


I'm ſorely griev'd at times to find, 

The very inſtant thou art kind, 

Some people ſo uncivil, 

When aught offends with face awry, 
With baſe ingratitude to cry, 

1 wiſh it to the devil.“ 


Hath ſome poor blockhead got a wiſe, 
To be the torment of his life, 

By one eternal yell; 
The fellow cries out coarſely, & Zounds, 
I'd give this moment twenty pounds 
. ſec the jade in Hell.“ 


Shou'd Lewy! n their pray*rs ſo ardent grant, 
1hou never company would'ſt want 
To make thee downright mad; 
VOL. 11. > 
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For mind me, in their wiſhing mood, 
They never offer thee what's good, 
But ev'ry thing that's bad. 


My honeſt anger, boils to view 

A ſnuffling, long-fac'd, canting crew, | 
So ok thy humble debtors, 

Ruſhing, on Sundays, one and all, 


With deſp'rate pray'rs thy head to maul, 


And thus abuſe their betters: 


To ſeize one day in ev'ry week, 
On thee their black abuſe to wreak, 
By whom their ſouls are fed 


Each minute of the other fix, 


With ev'ry joy that heart can fix, 
Is impudence indeed! 


Bluſhing I own thy pleaſing art 


Hath oft ſeduc'd my vagrant heart, 


And led my ſteps to joy 


The charms of beauty have been mine; 


And let me call the merit thine, _ 
Who brougt It the lovely toy. 


No, Satan —if I aſk thy aid, 


- YO give my arms the blooming maid, 


| L will not, thro” the nation all, 
Preclaim thee (like a graceleſs imp) 


A vile old good-for-nothing pimp, 


But ſay, 'tis thy W Hal.” 


* Smre-- 
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Since truth muſt out - ſeldom knew 
What 'twas high pleaſure to purſue, 
Till thou had'ſt won my heart 
So ſocial were we both together, 
And beat the hoof in ev'ry weather, 
[ never wiſh'd to part. 


Yet when a an Lord! I thought 
That thou a pair of horns had'ſt got, 
With eyes like ſaucers ſtaring ! 
And then a pair of ears ſo ſtout, 
A monſtrous tail and hairy ſnout, 
With claws beyond comparing. 


Taught to avoid the paths of evil, 
By day I us'd to dread the Devil, 
And, trembling when *twas night, 
Methought I ſaw thy horns and ears, 
Then ſung or whiſtled to my fears, 
And ran to chace my fright. 


And ev'ry night I went to-bed, 
I ſweated with a conſtant dread, 
And crept beneath the rug; 


There, panting, thought that in my ſleep. 


Thou flily in the dark would'ſt creep, 
And eat me, tho? ſo ſnug. 


A baberdaſher's ſhop is thine, 
With ſins of all ſorts, coarfe and fine, 
To ſuit both man and maid: 
* 


Thy 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Thy wares they buy, with open eyes; 


Bo mawkith, few will put it down, 
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How cruel then, with conſtant cries, 
To vilify thy trade! 


To ſpeak the truth, indeed, I'm 1 


Life's deem'd a mawkiſh diſh of broth 
Without thy aid, old Sweeper: 


E*cn from the cottage to the crown,. 
Without thy ſalt and pepper. 


O Satan, whatſoever geer 


Thy Proteus? form ſhall chuſe to wear, 
Black, red, or blue, or yellow; 

Whatever hypocrites may ſay, 

They think thee (truſt my honeſt lay) 
A moſt fellow. 


Nis order'd (to deaf ears alas!) + 


To praiſe the bridge o'er which we . 3 
Yet often I diſcover 

A numerous band who daily make 

An eaſy bridge of thy poor back, 
And d—n it when they're over. 


Why art thou then with cap in hand, 
Obſequious to a graceleſs band, 
Whoſe fouls are ſcarce worth taking? 
O Prince, purſue but my advice, ; 
I'll teach your Highneſs in a trice 
To ſet them all a quaking. 


Plays, 
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Plays, op'ras, maſquerades, deſtroy; 
Lock up each charming fille de joie ; 

Give race horſes the glander— 
The dice box break, and burn each card— 
Let virtue be its own reward, 


And gag the mouth of ſlander; 


In one week's time, I'll lay my life, 

There's not a man, nor maid, nor wife, 
That will not glad agree, _ 

If thou wilt charm: 'em as before, 

To ſhow their noſe at church no more, 


But quit their God for the. 


Tis now full time my ode ſhould end; 
And now I tell thee, like a friend, 2 
Howe'er the world may ſcout thee ;; 
Thy ways are all ſo wondrous winning, 
And folks ſo very fond of ſinning, 
They cannot do without thee. 


THE 


TENDER HUSBAND. 


O, to the cruel hand of Fate, 
My poor dear Grizzle, meek-ſouPd mate, 


Refigns her tuneful breath 
17 Tho? 
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Tho” r 0 Wok jaw, "hep lip tho” Pale, 
And blue each harmleſs finger nail, 
She's beautiful in death. 


As o' er her lovely limbs I weep, 


I ſcarce can think her but alleep 
How wonderfully tame ! 


And yet her voice is really gone, 
And dim thoſe eyes that lately ſhone 
| With all the lightning's flame. 


| Death was, indeed, a daring wight, _ 
N To take it in his head to ſmite—— 

| To lift his dart to hit her; 

| For as ſhe was ſo great a woman, 

| And car'd a ſingle fig for no man, 

K TT thought he fear'd to meet her. 
| | Still is that voice of late ſo ſtrong, 

| Phat many a ſweet Capriccio ſung, 


And beat in ſounds the ſpheres ? 
No longer muſt thoſe fingers play 
Britons ſtrike home, that many a day 

Have ſooth'd my raviſnh'd ears? 
Ah me! indeed I'm much inclin'd 


To think I gow might ſpeak my mind, 


j Nor hurt her dear repoſe ; 

[ Now think I now with rage ſhe'd roar, 
If Mere Ito put my fingers o'er, 

FR . 


And touch her precious noſe, 
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lere let me, philoſophic, pauſe 
How wonderful are Nature's laws, 
When Lady's breath retires, 
Its fate the flaming paſſions ſhare, 
Supported by a little air, 
Like culinary fires ! 


When'er I hear the bagpipe's note, 
Shall Fancy fix on Grizzle's throat, 
And loud inſtructive lungs : 
O Death, in her, tho? only one, 
Are loſt a thouſand charms unknown, 
Aͤt leaſt a thouſand tongues. 
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Soon as I heard her laſt ſweet ſigh, | 
And ſaw her gently-clofing eye, 
How great was my ſurpriſe l 
Yet have I not, with impious breath, 
Accus'd the hard decrees of death, 
Nor blam'd the righteous ſkies. 


Why do I groan in deep deſpair, 
Since ſhe'll be ſoon un angel fair? 
Ah! why my boſom ſmite ! 
Could grief my Grizzle's life reſtore !——. 
But let me give ſuch ravings Ger 
Whatever is, is right. 5 


Oh, Doctor! you are come too late; 1 
No more of phyſic's virtues prate, 
That could not ſave my lamb: 

| Not 


TS 
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Not one more bolus ſhall be giv'n 
You ſhall not ope her mouth, by Heav'n, 
And Grizzle's gullet cram. 


Enough of boluſſes, poor heart, 
And pills, ſhe took to load a carts, 
Before ſhe clos'd her eyes; 
But now my word is here a law, 
Zounds! with a bolus in her jaw, 

She ſhall not ſeek the ſkies. 


Good Sir, good Doctor, go away; 

Jo hear my ſighs you muſt not ſtay, 

For this my poor loſt treaſure: 

I thank you for your pains and fkill ; 
When next you come, pray bring your bill; 

I'll pay it, Sir, with pleaſure, 


Ye friends who come to mourn her doom, 

For God's ſake: gently tread the room, 
Nor call her from the bleſt—— 

In ſofteſt filence drop the tear, 

In whiſpers breathe the fervent pony” 5 

To bid her ſpirit reſt. 


Repreſs the ſad, the wounding ſcream ;; 
I cannot bear a grief extreme 
Enough one little figh—— 
Beſides, the loud alarm of grief, 
In many a mind may ſtart belief, 
Our noiſe is all a lie, -— 
| Good 
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Good nurſes, ſhroud my lamb with care; 

Her limbs, with gentleſt fingers, ſpare ; 
Her mouth, ah! ſlowly cloſe ; 

Her mouth a magic tongue that held 

Whoſe ſofteſt tone, at times, compell'd, 

I0o peace, my loudeſt woes. 


And, carpenter, for my ſad ſake, 

Or Routelt oak her coffin make 

I'd not be ſtingy, ſure 

Procure of ſteel the ſtrongeſt ſcrews z 

For who wou'd paltry pence refuſe 
To lodge his wife ſecure ? 


Ve people who the corpſe convey, 
With caution tread the doleful way, 
Nor ſhake her precious head; 
Since Fame reports a coffin toſt, 
With careleſs ſwing againſt a poſt, 
Lf Did once diſturb the dead. 


Farewel, my love, for ever loſt! 8 1 


Ne'er troubled be thy gentle ghoſt, 
That II again will woo 
By all our paſt delights, my dear, 

Ne. more the marriage chain T'll wear, 


P—x take me if I do! | "OY 
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TIE SOLDIER AND THE VIRGIN MARY. 


A SOLDIER at Loretto's wond'rous chapel, 
To parry from his ſoul the wrath divine, 
That follow'd mother Eve's unlucky apple, 
Did viſit oft the Virgin Mary's ſhrine ;_ 
Who ev'ry day is gorgeouſly deck'd. out, 
In filks or velvets, jewels, great and ſmall, 
| Juſt like a fine young lady for a rout, 
A concert, opera, wedding, or a ball. 


At firſt the Soldier at a diſtance kept, 
Begging her vote and intereſt in heaven — 
With ſeeming bitterneſs the finner wept, | 
Wrung his two hands, and hop'd to be forgiv'n: 
Dinn'd her two ears with Ave-Mary flummery ; 
Dectar'd what miracles the dame could do, 
 Evn with her garter, ſtocking, or her ſhoe, 
And ſuch like wonder-working mummery. | 


What anſwer Mary gave the wheedling ſinner, 
Who nearly, and morely nearly mov'd to win her, 
The mouth of hiſt ry doth not mention, 

And therefore I can't tell but by invention. 


— One day as he was making love and praying, 
And pious Aves, thick as herrings, ſaying, 


And 
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And ſins ſo manifold confeſſing; 

He drew, as if to whiſper, very near, | 
And twitch'd a pretty di'mond from her ear, 
Inſtead of taking the good lady's bleſſing. 


Then off he ſat with nimble ſhanks, 

Nor once turn'd back to give her thanks + 

A hue and ery the thief purſu'd, 

Who, to his coſt, ſoon underſtood 

"That he was not beyond the claw 

Of that ſame long arm'd giant chriſten'd Law. 


With horror did his Judges quake——= 

As for the tender-conſcienc'd Jury, 

They deem'd him quickly to the ſtake, 
Such was their dev'liſh pious fury. 

However, after calling him hard names, 

They afk'd if ought he had in vindication, 
To fave his wretched body from the flames, 

And ſinful ſoul from terrible damnation. 


The ſoldier anſwer'd them with much ſang froid, 


Which ſhow'd of fin a conſcience void, 


That if they meant to kill him, they might kill: 
As for the diamond which they found about him, 


He hop'd they would by no means doubt him, 


That Madam gave it him from pure good will. 


The 
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The anſwer turn'd both Judge and Jury pale: 
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The puniſhment was for a time deferr'd, 
Until his Holineſs ſhould hear the tale, 
And his infallibility be heard. 


The Pope to all his Counſellors made known 
This ſtrange affair to Cardinals and Friars, 

Good pious gentlemen, who ne'er were known 
T'o act like hypocrites, and thieves, and liars. 

The queſtion now was banded to and fro, 

If Mary had the pow'r to give or no. 


| That Mary could not give it, was to ſay, 


The wonder-working Lady wanted pow'r 


This was a ſtumbling-block that ſtopp'd the way 


This made "IS Cardinals, and Friars, low'r. 


"To fave the Virgin s credit, lo! 
And keep ſecure the di'monds that were leſt, 


They faid, ſhe might, indeed, the gem below, 
And conſequently it might be no theft: 


But thn they paſs'd immediately an act, 


That ev'ry one diſcover'd in the fact, 

Of taking preſents from the Virgin's hand, 

Or from the Saints of any land, 

Should know no mercy, but be led to ſlaughter, 


Flay d here, and iry'd eternally hereafter. 


Ladics,. 
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Ladies, I deem the moral much too clear 

To need poetical aſſiſtance; 

Which bids you not let men approach too near, 
But keep the ſaucy fellows at a diſtance ; 

Since men you find, ſo bold, are apt to ſeize 

Jewels from ladies, ev'n upon their knees i 


| AN ODE 
EIGHT CATS, 
ISRAEL MENDEZ, A JEW. 


SCENE, The Street in a Country Town. 


The T1ME, Midnight—the Poet at his Chamber-window. 


SINGERS of Iſrael! Oh, ye fingers ſweet ! 

Who, with your gentle mouths from ear to ear, 

Pour forth rich ſymphonies from Meet to ſtreet, 
And to the ſleepleſs wretch the night endear ; 


Lo! in my ſhirt, on you theſe eyes I fix, 
Admiring much the quaintneſs of your tricks; 
Your friſkings, crawlings, ſquawlls, I much approve; 
Your ſpittings, pawings, high-rais'd er imps, 
Swell'd tails, and merry-andrew jumps, 
With the wild minſtrelſy of rapt rous love. _ 
vol, 1. N Y | How 
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How ſweetly roll your gooſeb'rry eyes, 
As loud you tune your am'rous cries, 
And, loving, ſcratch each other black aud blue! 
No boys in wantonneſs now bang your backs, 
=. No curs, nor fiercer maſtiffs, tear your flax, 
l "1 But all the moon-light world ſeems made for you. 


Singers of Iſrael! you no parſons want 
To tie the matrimonal cord! 

You call the matrimonial ſervice, cant 

Like our firſt parents, take each other's word: 

| On no one ceremony pieas'd to fix- 

5 To jump not even o'er two ſticks. 


You want no furniture, alas ! 
Spit, ſpoon, diſh, frying-pan, nor "ep : 
No iron, pewter," copper, tin, or braſs; 
No nurſes, wet or dry, nor cradle, 
Which cutom, for our Chriſtian babes, enjoins, f 
To rock the ring ofepring: of of Tour loins. 
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Nor of the lawyers have you Secs, 
Ye males, before you ſeek your bed, 5 
To ſettle pin- money on Madam: | 
No fears of cuckoldom, Heav'n bleſs ye, 
Are ever harbour'd to diſtreſs ye, 
Tormenting people ſince the days of Adam. 


il S No ſchools you I Lac behaving, 


No powdering, pA inting, waſhing, ſhavings 
| ; No 
& 
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No night-caps ſnug no trouble in undreſſing 
Before you ſeek your ſtrawy neſt, 
Pleas'd in each other's arms to reſt, 


To feaſt on love, Heav'n's greatelt bleſſing. 


Good gods! ye ſweet love-chanting rams! 
How mimble are you with your hams 
To mount a houſe, to ſcale a chimney-top ; 
And, peeping down that chimney's hole, 
Pour, in a tuneful cry, th' impaſſion'd ſoul, 
Inviting Miſs Grimalkin to come up: 


Who, ſweet obliging female, far from coy, ; 


Anſwers your invitation note with joy, 


And ſcorning. *midſt the aſhes more to mope ; 


| Lo! born on Love's all daring wing, 
She mounteth with a pickle-herring ſpring, 
Without th' aſſiſtance of a rope. 


= 


Dear mouſing tribe, my limbs are waxing cold 


Singers of Iſrael, ſweet, adieu, adieu! 
I do ſappoſe you need not now be told 
How much I wiſh that I was one of you. 
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FORLORN I feek the filent ſcene, 
To keep the image of my fair; 

Pale o'er the fountain's brink I lean, 
And view the ſpectre of deſpair. 


Why ſhould my heart forget its woe ? 

The virgin would have mourn d for me 
O nymph, th' eternal tear ſhall flow; | 
I be figh unceaſing breathe of thee. 


Forgetful of his parted maid, 

Too many an unfeeling ſwain 
Forſakes of ſolitude the ſhade, 

F0o0or Pleaſure's gay and wanton train. 


Yet, yet of conftaney they boaſt. 
Their eaſy hearts their tongues belie—— 
Who love's, feveres the fair one's ghoſt, 

And ſeeks a pleaſure in a figh. 5 
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SIR J. BANKS 


DHIEF- TAKERS. 


SIR JOSEPH, fav'rite of great Queens and Kings, 
Whoſe wiſdom, weed and inſect-hunter ſings ; 


And ladies fair applaud, with ſmile ſo dimpling; 


Went forth one day, amidſt the laughing fields, 
Where Nature ſuch exhauſtleſs treafure yields, 
A fimpling ! | 


It happen'd on the ſelf. ſame morn ſo bright, 

The nimble pupils of Sir Sampſon Wright, 

A ſimpling too for plants call'd thieves, proceeded ; 
Of which the nation's field ſhould oft be weeded. 


Now did a thief-taker ſo fly, * 
Peep o'er a hedge with cunning eye, 
And quick eſpy'd the Knight with ſolemn ary 
Deep in a ditch where waterereſſes grow; 
On which he to his comrades cry'd, © See, ho!“ 
Then jump'd (unſportſman like) upon his hare. 


Hare-like Sir Joſeph did not ſqueak, by bawl'd, 
With dread predigiouſly appall'd | 


The thief-takers no ceremony us'd ; 
But taking poor Sir Joſeph by the neck, 
They bade him ſpeak; 
But firſt with names their captive Knight abus d. 
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15 er, what d' ye take me for! the Knight i do 
A thief,” reply d the runners with a curſe: 
% And now, Sir, let us ſearch you, and be d—n'd”%— 


And then they ſearch'd his pockets, fobs, and purſe: 


Put "ſtead of piſtol dire, and crape, 


A pocket-handkerchief they caſt their eye on, 
Containing frogs and toads of various ſhape, 
Dock, daiſy, nettle-top, and dandelion, 
To entertain with great propriety, 
The members of his ſage ſociety: 


Vet would not alter they their ſtrong belief, 
That 1 their pris ner was no thief i 


25 Sirs, Pm no highwayman, exclaim'd the Knight— 
% No—there,” rejoin'd the runners, you are right— 
A footpad only—Yes, we know your trade 
« Yes, you're a pretty babe of grace: | 
„% We want no proofs, Old Codger, but your face; 
So come along with us, Old Blade.” 


"T'was uſeleſs to reſiſt, or to complain 


In vain Sir Joſeph pleaded—'twas in vain 


That he was highly titPd that he ſwore—— 


The inſtant that poor Banks his titles counted, 


Which to an F. R. S. and Knight amounted, 
His guardians laugh'd, and clapp'd, and cry'd 


encore E” 


Sir 
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Sir Joſeph told them that a neighbouring Squire 
Should anſwer for it that he was no thief: 
On which they plumply d-mn'd him for a lar, 
And ſaid ſuch ftories ſhould not ſave his beef; 
And if they underſtood their trade, 
His mittimus would ſoon be made; | 
And forty pounds be theirs, a pretty ſum, 
For ſending ſuch a rogue to kingdom- come. 


* 


Now to the Squire mov'd pris'ner Knight and Co. 
The runners taking him in tow, 
Like privateers of Britain's warlike nation, 
Towing a French Eaſt-Indiaman, their prize, 
So black, and of enormous ſize, 
Safe into port for condemnation. 
Whether they ty'd his hands behind his back, 
For fear the Knight might run away, 
And made, indelicate, his. breeches ſlack, 
We' ve no authority to ſay. 
And now the country people gather'd round, 
And ſtar'd upon the Knight in thought profound, 
Not on the ſyſtem. of Linnæus thinking 
Fancying they ſaw a rogue in ev'ry feature; 
Sach is the populace? s horrid nature 
Tow'rds people thro' misfortune ſinking. 


At 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 247 


„ THE WORKS OP 


At length, amid{t much mob and mire, 
Indeed amidſt innumerable rauks, 

Fatigu'd, they reach'd the manſion of the Squire E, 
To: Prove th' identity of Joſeph Banks. 


Now to the Squire, familiar bow'd the Knight, 
Who knew Sir Joſeph at firſt ſighht 
What's ſtrongly mark'd, is quickly 3 agen 
And with a frown that awe and dread commanded, 
The thief-takers ſeverely reprimanded 
For thus miſtaking gentlemen. 


Then bade them aſk a pardon on their knees, 
Of him that was a Knight and F.R.S.—— 

Who, rather than the higher pow'rs diſpleaſe, 
Imagin'd that they could not well do leſs 


Then on their knuckles rais'd they hands and eyes, 
And crav'd Sir Joſeph's pardon for belief, 

That when they jump'd upon him by ſurpriſe, 
They took fo great a gemman for a thief, 

Hoping to mind th' advice of godly books, 

Vix. not to judge of people by their lool. 


SOLOMON 


MOUSE- TRAP. 


A MAN! in rather an exalted ſtation, 
n eyes are always eyes of admiration, 
| Without 
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Without diſtinction, fond of all things novel, 
Ev'n from the lofty ſcepter to the ſhovel — 


Juſt like ſtray d bullocks ſaunt' ring through the lanes, 


Made frequent curiofity campaigns z 

Sometimescaught graſs-hoppers—now more profound, 

Would ſometimes find a pin upon the ground; 

Where, if the head towards him happ'd to point, 
His mind was wonderfully Rruck —— | 

Indeed he felt a joy in ev'ry joint, „ 
Becauſe it always brings good luck. 


This gentleman, h:ght Solomon, one day, 
In queſt of novelty purſu'd his way; 
Like great Columbus, that fam'd navigator, 
Who found the world we've loft acroſs the water; 
But rather on a ſomewhat narrower ſcale, 
Lo! on dry land the gentleman ſet fail —— 

That day it chanc'd to be his will, 

To make diſcoveries at Salt-hill ; ö 

Where bounce he hopp'd into a widow's houſe, 

Whoſe hands were both employ” d ſo clever, 
| Doing their very beſt endeavour _ 
To catch that vile free-booter, Monſieur Mouſe ; 3 
Whoſe death ſhe oft did moſt devoutly pray for, 
Becauſe he eat the meat he could not pay for: 


Reſembling Chriſtians in that ſaving trick, 
Who, wanting to obtain good cheer, 
Invented an ingenious ſcheme call'd tick, 


That purcuaies like e beef and beer: 
Poſlels' d 
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Poſſeſs' d of ict, for caſh man need not range, 
Nor toll in taking or in giving change. 


Eager did Solomon ſo curious clap 
His rare round optics on the wond'rous trap 
That did the duty of a cat; 
And always fond of uſeful information, 
Thus wiſely ſpoke he with vociferation, that? 
6c pag 8 that VEIN, what? he, he; what's 


To * reply'd the miſtreſs of the houſe, 
« A trap, ms pleaſe you, Sir, to cateli a mouſe.” 


« Mouſe ! catch a mouſe! os ſaid 1 glee— 
Let's ſee—let's ſee— tis comical—let's ſee- 
« Mouſe !—mouſe !”—then, N his eyes began | 
& to roll 


. 


6 Where, where doth he go in? = he marv ling cry d 


There,“ pointing to the hole, the dame reply d 
What, here? ery d Solomon; 6 this hole, this 
i hole ?? 5 XR 


Then in he puſh'd his Pons midi the F 

That with ſuch pains that finger did inſpire, | 
He wiſh'd it out again with all his ſoul : 

However, by a little ſquawl and ſhaking, 


He freed his finger from its piteous taxing 


That is to ſay, he got it from the hole. 


40 What 
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„% What makes the mouſe, pray, go into the trap? 
« Something (he cry'd) that muſt their palates 
« pleaſe,” —— | 
6c Ves, (anſwer'd the fhls woman,) Sir, a TO 
«Of ruſty bacon, or of toaicced cheeſe.” 


* 


Oh! ob! {faid Solomon) ob? oh } ak © alt 


«Yes, en 1 ſee the meaning of it now 


«© The mouſe goes in, a rogue, to ſteal the meat, 
Thinking to give his gums a pretty treat.“ 
Then laugh'd he loudly, ftretch'd his mouth a mile, 
Which made the muſcles of the widow ſmile. 


* 


Let's fee, let's ſee,”” cry'd Solomon“ let's ſee 
« Let me, let me, let me, let me, let me, let me.“ 
Then took he up ſome bacon, and did clap 

A little ſlice ſo clever in the trap. 

Thus did he by his own advice, 

Induce himſelf to bait a trap for mice! 


Now home he hied ſo nimbly, whelm'd with glory, 
And told his family the wond'rous ſtory 

About the widow's cheeſe and bacon ſcrap ! 
Nought ſuffer'd he to occupy his head, 
Save mouſe ideas, till he went to bed, 

Where, bleft, he dreamt all night about the trap. 


Here let me pauſe, and Heay'n's great goodneſs chaunt 
How kind it is in gracious Heav'n to grant 
N To 
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0 full-grown gentlefolks of lofty ſtation, 

A pow'r of reliſhing moſt trifling things, 

Pleaſures ordain'd for brats in leading-ſtrings, 
By way of happy harmleſs relaxation! 


Next day the man of wiſdom came, 
All glorious, to the houſe of this fair dame, 
To know if Maſter Mouſe had ſmelt to bacon ; ; 
When, Io! to fill with joy his eager eyes, 
And load thoſe ſtaring opties with ſurpriſe, 
A real mouſe was abſolutely taken! 
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Not more did Rodney's joy this man ſurpaſs, 
When in his cabin firſt he ſaw De Graſſe! 
Not more the hair-brain'd Macedonian boy, 
Leap'd like a Bedlamite, for joy, 
Than Solomon to ſee the mouſe in jaul ! 
Not Alexander, foe of great Darius, | 
(Men that with rich compariſon ſupply us) 
When, bleft, he caught the Perſian by the tail. 


Around the room the mouſe he bore, 
| Inſulting the poor priſoner o'er and o'er ;. 
Laughing and peeping through the wire, 
As if his eyes and mouth would never tire! 


How like to Tamerlane the Great, 

Poſſeſs'd of moſt unlucky Bajazet, 

Who kept the vanquiſh'd hero in a cage; 
Mock'd him before his mighty hoſt, 

With cruel names and threats, and grin and boaſt, 


5 And daily thus indulg'd * rage! 8 
Now 
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Now o'er the widow's cat, poor watching puſs! 
He triumph'd too, and aſk'd the cat, 

When he would act heroically thus 
And if he dar'd to venture on a rat. 


To whom the cat, as if in anfwer, mew'd, 

Which made the man of wiſdom ery, Oh! oh!” 
As if with knowledge of cat ſpeech endu'd, 

He thought that puſs had anſwer d“ No.“ 
On which he laugh'd, and much enjoy'd the joke— 
Then told the widow what the cat had ſpoke. 


Six days the man of wiſdom went 
Triumphant to Salt-hill, with big intent, 
- To catch the bacon-itealing mouſe : 
Six mice ſucceſſively proclaim'd his art, 
With which, ſafe pocketed, he did depart, 
And ſhow'd to all bis much-aſtoniſh'd houſe. 


But pleaſures will not laſt for aye ; 
Witneſs the ſequel of my lay 
The widow's vanity, her ſex's flaw, 
Much like the vanity of other people 
A vapour, like the blaſt that lifts a ftraw, 
As high, or higher, than St. Martin's ſteeple : 


This vanity then kidnapp'd her diſcretion, 

Di fign'd by God Almighty for her guard; 

And of its purpoſe got the full completion, 
And all the widow's ſuture glories marr'd : 
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For, lo! by this ſame vanity ;mmpell'd d, 

| And to a middle ſiz d balloon, 

With gas of conſequence ſublimely ſwell” d, 
She burſted with th' important ſecret ſoon. 


Loud laugh'd the tickPd people of Salt-hill- 
Loud laugh'd the merry Windfor folks ad 
This was to Solomon an ugly pill! 
Her fatal error ſoon the widow found-- 
For Solomon relinquiſh” d mouſe campaign, 
Nor deign'd to bait the widow's trap again ! 


PETITION 


TIME, 
IN FAVOUR OF THE DUCHE5S OP DEVONSHIRE. 


Too long, O Tine: in Bie nc ſchool, 
Have 1 been bred to call thee an old fool, 

Yet take I hberty to let thee know, 
That I have always 58/7 thee fo : 
Full old art thou to have more ſenſe 
Then, with an idle cuſtom, Time, diſpenſe. 


Thou really acteſt now like little miſſes, 
Who, when a pretty doil they make, 
Their curious fingers itch to take 


The pretty image all to pieces: 
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Thus, after thou haſt form'd a charming fair, 
© Thou can'ſt not quit her for thy ſoul, 
Till, meddling, thou haſt ſpoil'd her bloom and air, 
And dimm'd her ere which radiance taught to roll. 


But now v forbear ſuch * I defi 
Hurt not the form that all admire—— 

Oh, never with white hairs her temple ſoaks 
Oh, ſacred be her cheek, her lip, her bloom, 
And do not in a lovely dimple's room, | 

Place a hard mortifying wrinkle. 


Know, ſhould'ft thou bid the beauteous Ducheſs fade, 
Thou, therefore, muſt thy own delights invade ; 
And know, *twill be a long, long while, 

Before thou giv'ſt her equal to our iſle—— 

Then do not with this ſweet chef d'euvre part, 

But keep, to ſhow the triumph of thy art. 


' ECONOMY. 


MECONOMY'S a very uſeful 1 3 | 
Yet ſhould not ceaſeleſs hunt about the room 
To catch each traggling pin to make a P 
% 
Too oft CEconomy's an iron vice, 
That ſqueezes ev'n the little guts of mice, 
That . with fearful eyes, and aſk a crumb. 
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Proper CEconomy's a comely thing 
Good in a ſubject better in a King; 
Vet puſh'd too far, it dulls each finer feeling 
Moſt eaſily inclin'd to make folks mean; 
Inclines them too to villany to lean, 


To over- reaching, perjury, and ſtealing. 


Ev'n when the heart ſhould only think of . 
It creeps into the boſom like a thief, | 
And ſwallows up th' affections all ſo mild 


Witneſs the Jeweſs, and her only Child. 


8 
JEWESS AND HER SON. 
POOR Miſtreſs Levi had a luckleſs ſon, 
Who, ruſhing to obtain the foremoſt ſeat, 
In imitation of th ambitious great, | 
High from the gall'ry, ere the play begun, 
He fell all plump into the pit, 


Dead 1 in a minute as a nit : 


In ſhort, he broke his pretty Hebrew heck; 


Indeed, and very dreadful was the wreck |. 


The mother was diſtracted, raving, wild—— 
Shriek'd, tore her hair, embrac'd, and kiſs'd her child; 5 
Afflicted ev'ry heart with grief around: 


Soon as the ſhow'r of tears was ſomewhat paſt, 


And moderately calm th hyſteric blaſt, 


She caſt about her eyes in 8 profound: 
And 
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And being with a ſaving knowledge bleſs' d, 
She thus the play-houſe manager addreſs'd ;——  - 
„ Sher, I'm de moder of de poor Chew lad, 

« Dat meet miſhfartin here ſo bad 
Sher, I muſs haf de ſhilling fart you _— 
« Afs Moſes haf nat ſee de ſhow.?” 


But as for Av'rice, 'tis the very devil; 
The fount, alas! of ev'ry evil; 
The cancer of the heart, the worſt of ills : 
Wherever ſown, luxuriantly it thrives; 
No flower of virtue near it thrives 
Like Aconite, where'er it Plies it 1 


In ev'ry ſoil behold the poiſon ſpring! 
Can taint the beggar, and infect the King. 


The mighty Marlb'rough pilfer'd cloth and bread's 
So ſays that gentle ſatiriſt *Squire Pope; 

And Peterborough's. Earl upon this head, 

Affords us little room to hope, 

That what the Twit nam bard avow'd, 

Might not be readily allow'd. 
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PETERBOROUGH anv. rus ow. 


THROUGH London ftreets upon a day, 


The Earl of Peterborough took his way. 
„ | At 
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All in his pompous coach — perhaps to dine- 
The mob of London took it in their head, 
This was the Duke of Marlborough, ſo dread 
To os on the Danube' and the Cn 


Unable fach high merit to reward, 

The mob reſolv'd to ſhow a great regard; 5 
And ſo uniting, join their forces | 
To draw his carriage, and diſmiſs the horſes. 


The Earl from out his carriage pok d his face, 

And told the mob that he was not his: Grace; | 
Then bid them be convinc'd and look : 

Hard of belief, as ev'n the hardeſt jew, 

They told him that they better knew, 

Ihen ſwore by G he was the Duke: 

Then threw their hats in air with loud huzzas, 

And torm'd a thunder of applauſe, | 


Loud bawl'd the Earl that they were an cee d . 
Loud bawPd the mob he ſhould not be believ'd— 
« Zounds!” cry'd 2 0 Earl, be converts then 
« this minute I 
So throwing fix-pence to them, „there, there, there, 
% Take that, cry'd Peterborough, with a ſueer | 
« Now if you think I'm he, the devil's in it.“ 
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ODE TO A DISTRESSED BEAUTY. 


* 


SWEET girl, forbear to droop thy head with ſhame— _ 


What tho? the parſon did not tie the knot ? 


What tho? the boy ſhould come?—he'll bring thee 
The world's an aſs, and cuſtom is a fot— fame | 


Hold up thy head, and meet mankind with pride,- 


And throw thy bluſhes and thy fears aſide. 


Ex had no parſon—for no prieſt was Adam, 
And yet not out of countenance was Madam; 
Her modeſty receiv'd no grievous ſhocks, 
When Maſter Cain was put upon the ſtoeks ; 
Nor when, t' increaſe the number at her table, 


She ſat about the frame of Maſter Abel. 


Once more, then, do not be afraid; 


Without thy boy, a wonder may be mifing— 


A likeneſs of my charming maid, |}; © 
The boy may do a credit to thy kiſſing. 


Thou putt'ſt me of the morning much in mind, 


Who ſeems afraid to peep upon mankind— 
So flow her motions ! all ſo very flow ! - 


» 


And then ber checks ſo deep: with crimſon glow: 4 


"7 


But ſafe deliver'd of her boy, the Sons 
The luſty lad, fo proud his race to run, 
Mounts high exulting in his birth; 
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Dries up her tears, her bluſhes puts to flight, 
Tow'rs in bold triumph. o'er the cloud of night, 


= And pours a flood of radiance « o'er * earth. 

| Then let me kiſs away thy tears 

l Oh! ceaſe thy ſighs, and be a AI 4 Ip "4 
| And when this chopping boy appears, 

1 Suppoſe we give the lad a little brother? 


THE GENTLEMAN AND HIS WI FE. 


PEOPLE may have too muck of a good thing 
Full as an egg of wiſdom. thus I ſing ! 


A Man of ſome ſmall fortune had a wife, 
Sans. doute, to be the comfort of his life; 
And pretty well they bore the yoke together x — 
With-little jarring liv'd the pair one year ; 
Sometimes the matrimonial ſky was clear, 


At times 'twas dark and dull, and hazy weather. 
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New came the time when miſtreſs in the ſtrar. 
Did, for the world's ſupport, her ſcreams prepare; 


. 
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And Slop appear'd,, with fair obſtetric paw; 

To introduce his pupil to our air; 
Whilſt in a neighb'ring room the huſband ſat,, 

Muſing on this thing now, and now on. that; 


— ———— — 
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No ſighing at the ſorrows of his wife ; 
Praying to Heav'n that he could take the pain 
But recollecting that ſuch pray'rs were vain, 

He made no more an offer of his life. | 


As thus he mus'd in folemn ſtudy, 
Ideas ſometimes clear, and fometimes muddy, 
In Betty ruſh'd with comfortable news 
« Sir, Sir, I with you joy, I wiſh you joy 
% Madam is brought to-bed of a fine boy 
« As fine as ever itood in ſhoes,” | 


Fd 


a 15 glad 5 Betty,” cry'd the maſter — 
4 J pray there may be no diſaſter; 

4 AlPs with your miſtreſs well, I hope?“ 
Quoth ſhe, “ All's well as heart can well defire 
„With Madam and the fine young Squire; 

« So likewiſe lays old Doctor Slop. 25 


or 7 Betty bie faſt as ſhe W ſcour, 
Faſt and as hard as any horſe | 

That trotteth fourteen miles an hour 
A pretty tolerable courſe, 


Soon happy Betty came again, 
Blowing with all her might and main; 
Juſt like a grampus, or a whale; 

In ſounds, too, that would Calais reach from D 
Sir, Sir, more happy tidings; *tis not over 
«& And Madam's briſker than a nightingale: 
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And Slop appear'd, with. fair obſtetric paw; 
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Dries up her tears, her bluſhes puts to flight, 
Tow'rs in bold triumph. o'er the cloud of night, 
And pours a flood of radiance o'er the ns 


Then let me kiſs away thy tears 5 

Oh! ceaſe thy ſighs, and be a oy mother; 

n this chopping boy appears, 
Suppoſe we give the lad a little brother? 


THE GENTLEMAN AND HIS WIFE. 


PEOPLE may have too much of a ownd thing— 
Full as an egg of wiſdom. thus I ſing ! 


A Man of ſome inal fortune had a wife, | 

Sans doute, to be the comfort of his life; 
And pretty well they bore the yoke together 8 

With little jarring liv'd the pair one year; 
Sometimes the matrimonial ſky was clear, | 
At times 'twas dark and dull, and hazy weather. 


New 1 the time when miſtreſs in the ſtraw 
Did, for the world's ſupport, her ſcreams prepare; 


To introduce his pupil to our air; 
Whilſt in a neighb'ring room the huſband ſat, 
Muſing on this thing now, and now on. that; 
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a Now ſighing at the ſorrows of his wife; 
Praying to Heav'n that he could take the pain; 
But recollecting that ſuch pray'rs were vain, 

He made no more an offer of has lite. 


As thus he mus'd in ſolemn ſtudy, 

Ideas ſometimes clear, and ſometimes muddy, 
In Betty ruſh'd with comfortable news 

* Sir, Sir, I with you joy, I with you joy —— | | 

% Madam is brought to-bed of a fine boy : | 

As fine as ever ſtood in ſhoes,” 
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« + glad on't, Betty, ery 'd the maſter | | 
4 J pray there may be no diſaſter; ll 
« All's with your miſtreſs well, I hope?“ | | 
Quoth ſhe, All's well as heart can well deſire | if 
% With Madam and the fine young Squire; 4 
— likewiſe ſays old Doctor Slop. 1 1 


or Betty burn faſt as ſhe could ſcour, 
Faſt and as hard as any horſe Ly = 


That trotteth fourteen miles an hour 15 | } 
A pretty tolerable courſe. 1 
55 — * 1 
Soon happy Betty came again, 5 | i 
Blowing with all her might and main; _— [1 
Juſt like a grampus, or a whale ; | „ 1 
In ſounds, too, that would Calais reach from Dover 4 


Sir, Sir, more happy tidings; 'tis not over 
And Madam's briſker than a nightingale: 
| « A 
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40 A fine young lady to the world is come, 


“ Squawling away juſt as I left the room—— 
“ Sir, this is better than a good eftate.” [ pate, 
” Humph,” quoth the happy man, and ſcratch. d his 


Now looking up—now looking down ; ; | 
Not with a ſmile, but ſomewhat like a frown —— 


Good God,” ſays he, why was not I a cock, 


„Who never feels of burd'ning brats the ſhock; 


* Who, Turk-like, ſtruts amidſt his madams . 
“ Whilſt to the hen belongs the care 
C To carry them to eat, or take the air, 

«© Or bed beneath her wing the chicken?“ 


Juſt as this ſweet ſoliloquy was ended, 


He found affairs not greatly mended ; 


For in bounc'd Bet, her rump with 1 
« Another daughter, Sir—a charming child.“ 
« Another!“ cry'd the man, with wonder wild; 

« Zounds! Betty, aſk your miſtreſs if ſhe's bigging. | 


THE PARSON-DEALER. 


WHAT pity tis, in this our goodly land, 
That 'mongſt the apoſtolic band, 


So ill-divided are the loaves and fiſhes ! 


Archbiſhops, Biſhops, Deans, and Deacons, 


With ruddy faces blazing juſt like beacons, 


Shall daily cram upon a dozen diſhes; s 
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| Whilkt half thi inferior Caſſocks think it well 
Of beef and pudding ev'n to get the /mell. 


A plodding Holler willing to be maſter, 
And riſe in this good world a little ſaſter, 
Left broom and manger at the old Blue Boar ; 
Meaning by parsning to ſupport a table 
Lo, of Divines he kept a liv'ry able 
A pretty ftud indeed—about a ſcore. 


Of diffrent colours were his Goſpel hacks: 


Some few were whites, indeed but many blacks: 


That is, ſome tolerable—many fad : 
And verily, to give the Devil his due, 
The man did decency purſue, | 
Which ſhows he was not 285 ſo bad. 


For, lo! to dying perſons of nobility, 
He ſent his parſons of gentility 

To give the neceſſary pray'r 
To parting people of a mean condition, 


Wanting a ſoul-phyfician, 
He ſuited them with black- guards to a hair. 


Fo ſuch as were of mild diſorders dying, 


Viz. oi the doctor, gouts, or ſtones, or gravels, 


He ſent good prieſts of manners edifying — 
To comfort finners on their travels: 
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| 1 And he the very beſt of all! 
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| | But to low people in infectious fever, 
E | Or any other dangerous one in vogue, 
Such: was his honeſty, the man for ever 


Moſt ſcrupulouſly ſent a rogue. 


In happen'd on a day when Fate was raging, 
 Crimp-like, for other regions, troops engaging, 
When tlergymen were bufy all as bees; 
A poor old dying woman ſent 
To this ſame parſon-monger compliment, 


Begging a clergyman her ſoul to caſe. 


Unluckily but one was in the Rall, 


What ſhould be done ? 


1 1 Necęſſitas non habet legs: — 


So to the prieſt he goes and begs 
That he would viſit the Old Crone. 


« Sir,” quoth the parſon, “ I agreed 

« To go to gentlefolls in time of need, | 
“ But not to ev'ry poor old louſy 8 

« True,” cry'd the patron; © to be ſure tis true; 


gut, parſon, do oblige me—prithee do 
Let's put her decently into the hole : 


« All my black tribe, you know, are now abroad— — 
* I'd do it, if I could, myſelf, by G-d ; 


4 Then | 
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„Then what a dickens can I do or ſay 
& Go, mumble, man, about a pray'r and half; 
„Tell the old b——ch her ſoul is fafe ; 
cc Then take your fee and come away | !!“ 


BIENSEANCE. 


THERE is a little moral thing in France, 
Call'd by the natives bienſeance ; 

Much are the Engliſh mob inelin'd to ſcout it, 
But rarely is Monſieur Canaille without it. 


To bienſcance *tis tedious to incline, 

In many caſes; 

To flatter, par example, keep ſmooth fades 
When kick'd, or ſuff*ring grievous want of coin, 


To vulgars, bienſeauce may ſeem an oddity—— 
deem it a molt portable conimodity 

A ſort of magic wand; 

Which, if 'tis us'd with ingenuity, 
Although an utenſil of much tenuity, | 
In place of ſomething ſolid, it will 1 


For verily I've marvell'd times enow 
To ſee an Engliſhman, the ninny, 
Give people for their ſervices a guinea, « 
Which Frenchmen have rewarded+with a bow. 
"YO Ih | <a Bows 
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Bows are a bit of bienſcance | 
Much practis'd too in that ſame France; 


Vet call'd by Quakers, children of inanity ; 


But as they pay their court to peoples” vanity, 
Like rolling- pins they ſmooth where'er they go 
The ſouls and faces of mankind like dough ! 
With ſome, indeed, may bien/zance prevail 

To folly—ſee the under-written tale. 


THE PETIT MAITRE, 
AND THE | 


MAN ON THz WHEEL. 


AT Paris ſometime "Pg a eee 
A German, and a moſt unlucky chap, 


Sad, ſtumbling at the threſhold of his plan, 


Fell into Juſtice's ſtrong trap. 


The bungler was condemn d to grace the wheel, 
On which the dulleſt fibres learn to feel; 


His limbs ſecundum artem to be ae 


Amidft ten thouſand people, p'rhaps, or more; 


Whenever Monſieur Ketch apply'd a ſtroke, 
The culprit, like a bullock, made a roar. 


A flippant Petit maitre ſkipping by, x 


0 d up to him, and check'd him for his cry 


% Boh!“ 
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« DYye tink my nerfs and bons can't feel?“ 

* Sir,“ quoth the beau; © don't, don't be ina paſſion z 
« I've nought to ſay about your ſituation 3 

#5: But making ſuch a hideous noiſe in France, 
„Fellow, is contrary to Bienſcance. 


THE TRIUMPH OF ISIS; 
ox, 


PDR. CHAPMAN'S THESIS. 


OXFORD'?S Vice-Chancellor, a man 

Who fear'd the Lord, and lov'd the courtier clan, 

By virtue of his trade, a Theſis *. order d, 

Which curs'd the terrible aſſaſſination _ | 

Intended for the Monarch of our nation £1 

By Marg'ret Nicholſon, in mind diſorder d; 

That likewiſe prais*d the royal peep 8 
On Oxford and the arts ſo deep. 

So violent was Doctor Chapman's zeal, 

le quite forgot latinity and graces : 


Poor! Priſcian's head, whoſe wounds he cannot heal, 
Was broken i in half a dozen places, 


5 A Latin Theſis is 3 given out by the Vice- Chan- 


cellor for the ſubje of a Poem, and ts n allotted 
to the prize candicate. 


„ Boh!“ quoth the German; - an't T *pon de wheel? 


14 4 | Yet 
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Vet tho? a paige Doctor, how amazing ! 


He fat the Univerſity a blazing 5 
Such was the kindling zeal that he inherite— 


A farthing candle in a caſk of ſpirits ! 


Richards of Trinity, who won the prize, 
Nov ftrutted victor forth with ſcornful eyes; 
Bringing to mind the bards and tuneful Cames 
Who vied for conqueſt at th* Olympic games. 


Forth march'd, too, FPice—widelicet, the Doctor, 
Who, purring for preferment, lily mou/es, 
Attended by each dog-whipper, call'd Proctor, 
And ele the heads and tails of all the houſes. 


Forth march'd the Nobles in their Sunday's geer; 
Forth ſtrutted, too, each beadle, like the Peer, 
With filver ſtaffs, blue gowns, and velvet caps— 
A ſet of very pompous-looking chaps ! 


Whilſt Hayes *, who Ricks like flag-hounds to a haunch p 
Mov'd on in all the majeſty of paunch: | 
To greet of all our ears the trembling drums 

The piper play'd a The Tags. ring Hero comes.” 


Loud groan d the organ through his bnd pipes, 
As if the poor machine had got the gripes; 
As if, too, twas the organ's frm perſuaſions, | 
He oft had roar'd on more ſublime occaſions, 
+ The organiſt, 
Now 
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Now Chapman took, midſt great compeers his ſta- 
Crew open'd ſubject in a fair oration—— [tion 


Thenclapp'd was Crew—tohim applauſe wasnews— _ 


Now gan the bard his poem to recite, 
And, ſoaring, bade poor common ſenſe good night, 
So lofty were the pinions of his Muſe ! | 


Thick as the pattering hail his praiſes ſhow'r—. 

8o ſtrong his Poetry's mechanic pow'r, | 

High mounts the Monarch by his tuneful lever; 

_ His Muſe's magnifying art ſo great, 

Behold his George, an Alfred form complete ; 
Small Peg, Goliah, and her knife a cleaver ! 


Now back the ſable bodies mov'd again, 

Like beetles all ſo thick, a crawling hoſt 

Whilſt contemplation wrapp'd the loyal train, 
Expecting by the next day's poſt, | 

| To ſes their acts in pompous print diſplay'd, 

And wreathes of glory crown the cavalcade! 


- A SERIOUS REFLECTION. 


HOW uſeleſs was th' above! each perſon grieves, 

| And, with the grieving Doctor, cries out ſhame, 
That ſo much loyal zeal for nought ſhould flame 

Not ev'n obtain a pair of coarſe lawn ſleeves, 


—_—— I 
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Which poor Saint David giveth to ſupport 
The holy oil-of-fool men of a Court. 


ODE TO PATIENCE. 


SWEET daughter of Religion, modeſt fair, 
Thy hands-upon thy boſom ſo tranguille, 

With eyes to Heav'n, with ſo divine an air, 
So calmly ſmiling, ſo reſign'd thy will; 

Ob, ſent to teach us, and our paſſions cool, 


I w iſh ou hadſt a little 2 ſchool. 


Lo, man, ſo great his want of grace, 

If he but cuts a pimple on his face 
When ſhaving; ; 

Like man bewitch'd he j jumps about, 

Kicks up a moſt infernal rout, 

And ſeemeth abſolutely raving; 

And, lo, all this for want of thy tuition- 

Thus travel fouls of people * ! 


| Stand at my fide, ob, ſtoic Ani 8 

On ſtarling Martyn bid me cry out“ ſhame,”? 

Inſtead of knocking the dull fellow down 

When up the ninny-hammer ſtarts to preach, 

And impudently interrupts a ſpeech 
Of orators of fair and firſt renown, 


Juſt 
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Juſt like the owl that ſcares the moonlight hour, 
Whilſt Philomela warbles from her bow'r. 


And, oh! attend me when my eyes 
View dedications fill'd with fulſome lies, 

In praiſe of gen'rous Queens and Kings; 
Heav'n ſwell the fountains of their hearts, 
That ſeldom water the poor arts, 

However ſweetly adulation fings : 


te, when I hear that ſtupid Parſon II 
God's houſe with every nonſenſe fill, 
And then with blaſphemy each ſentence cramm'd; 

And when I hear th” impoſtor cry, 

« I've news, you raggamuffins, from the ly ; ; 

I'm come to tell ye, that you'll all be d n'd: 
I'm come from God, ye ſtrumpets come from God 

I'm God Almighty's ſervant hear my voice.“ 


Which if it were ſo, would be vaſtly odd, [choice. 
Since Heav'n would ſhow bad judgment in the 


Dead all his money. loving ſoul's deſires, 

When ſubtle Hawkeſb'ry talks of patriot fires, 
And yielding places up to ſave the nation; 
When of importance braggeth ſimple Leeds; 

When Gloſter's far-fam'd wife for meekneſs pleads; 
And Glee'fter's Duke breathes war and deſo lation 3 


When Brudenell talks of elegance and cafe 3; 
When Thurlow turns the firſt of devotees, 


Aud 
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And to aſtound the million, builds a church 3 
When royal folks of pureſt friendſhip boaſt, 
Make generoſity their conſtant toaſt, 

Vet leave poor pining merit in the lurch; 


- When wonders thro? his ſpy-glaſs Marlb' rough views, 

And ſends to Banks the great, th' important news, 
Freſh from his Cranium's philoſophic fogs; 

When Dick deſcants on · any thing but croute, 

When Thomſon ought performs beyond a ſcout, 
And Mawbey talks of any thing but hogs; 

Sweet PariEx cx, ſooth me with thy ſaint- like note, 

Or, driv'n to madneſs, I ſhall cut my throat! 


TO A NEST OF LOEKDS. 
BEDCHAMBER utenſils, you ſeem diſtreſs'd, 
And ſwear with horror that my rhymes moleſt 

Of certain folks ſo great the ſweet repoſe ; . 
Running about with horrors, groans, and ſighs, 
And floods, produc'd by onions, in your eyes, 

- ſtrong your friendſhip, and ſo vaſt your woes! 


Dear humming Lords, on friendſhip bray no more, 

Nor thus the bard's depravity deplore ; 

Lo! like yourſelves each man his trumpet bears, 

In tame credulity's wide-gaping ears, 
Of friendſhip the ſublimity to ſound — 
Friendſhip 4 in dictionaries _ found ! 


Perebaunce 
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Porchaunce, my Lords, in foreign parts you've been 
Perehaunce your optics fair Verſailles have ſeen; 
__ _ Likewiſe the Vatican, with all its ſtate, 
And ele th' Eſcurial, pride of Spain confeſt; . 
But, *midft thoſe ſcenes, did e' er your eye · balls bleft 
See a pig hanging 1 in a gate? 


If eber you did this laſt great ſight behold, 

You need not, Lords, ſo ſapient, to be told 
What moſt untuneful notes the pris'ner makes: 

Indeed the hog his mouth and lungs employs | 

In raiſing ſuch ear-crucifying noiſe, 


As if he really was transfix'd with Rakes. 


Now near him ſhould there happen to be hogs 
Paſſing their happy hours amidſt the bogs, 
Grunting ſoft things to their own fleſh and blood g 
That is, unto their ſweethearts and their brides, 
Lying like antient Romans on their ſides, 
And dining on the dainties of the mud; 


Forgetting love, and dainty mud ſo fatt'ning, 
In which they had been batt*ning, 
Up leaps the herd of ſwine for his protection; 1 
Juſt like the herd that had the devil, Sk 
Away they ſcamper, all ſo civil, 
Reſolving or to free him or to die 
Such is of ſwine the friendly quality, 
Altho* proverbial for brutality ! 


But 
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But when at Newgate to be hung, 
A Chriftan pours a dying ſong, _ 
I grant that numbers haſten to the wretch, 
Moſt pig-like—but, alas! lift not a hand 
To keep him longer i in the land, 
And ſnatch him from the talons of Jack Wesch 


No; on the contrary, ſo fond their ow 
Of ſeeing how a brother dies, 

I, from the bottom of my ſoul, believe 

| They would not wiſh him a reprieve. 


Thus, were your good friend Pitt * to | 
| Nay, ev'n were greater people I could name [ſwing— 
For whom with goodly zeal you ſeem to flame 

I don't believe you'd with to cut the ftring, 

Were you but tolerably ſure 
The next in pow 'r would give you ſix-pence more, 


Learn then, my Lords, (tho? with contempt you treat 
| Friendſhip from hogs, as well as eat 'e ['em) 
At length my ſubjects end, and now 8 
To Folly let me make my beſt Court bow— 

O Goddeſs, ſtill monopolize the GREAT: 
Then oft, to pleaſe the palate of the times, 
| The Muſe ſhall ride to market with her rhymes, 
And thrive upon her Helicon eſtate. | 


. 
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LITTLE LORD. 


Torrens dicendi copia multis, 


Et ſua mortifera eſt facundia 
| | Ju vENAL. 


Full many a Wight hath ſuffer'd for a Song, 
And curs'd his volubility of Tongue. 
| | 
| That PETER may not Thus have Cauſe to ſay | 
With Juvexar, poor Fellow, let us pray | 


DE 
M. OST noble Peers, thang goes an odd report, 


That you, prime fav'rites of an hone/t court, 
Are hunting treaſon midſt my publications | 
Hunting, like blood-hounds, with the keeneſt noſes, 
Which hound-like hunting nat?rally ſuppoſes 
The bard dares ſatirize the King of Nations. 
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Ve ſharp ſtate mouſers, with your watering jaws, 
God keep me from the vengeance of your claws: : 
An Aſiatic fight may be renew'd ; 

What feathers flying, what a field of blood, 
Twixt falcon Burke and Sheridan, ſo brave, 
And heron Haſtings, ſuch a dainty diſh, 

So wont to cram on Aſiatic fiſh, | 
The largelt, fatteſt of the eaſtern wave! 


| Yes, yes, I hear that you have watch'd my note, 
And will'd to ſqueeze my tuneful throat; 
When Thurlow your deſigns moſt wiſely . 
Swearing the Poet fhould not 55 be knouted. 


Thus when grimalkin i in its cage eſpics „ 

A linnet or canary-bird, fo ſweet; 5 

The ſcoundrel liſts, ſo ſanctified, his eyes, 
Contriving how the warbler s back to . . 


He ſquints, and Ack his lips, ſtalks round, and round, 
Twinkling with miſchief fraught his tyger tail; 
Now on his rump he ſits, in thought profound, 
Looks up with hungry wiſhes to aſſail; 
When ſudden enters maſter with a roar, 
And kicks the ſcheming murderer to the door. 


i 
n - 
RIGHT honeſt watch- dogs of the State, 


- I ike to o ſmile at Kings, but treaſon hate 
Mott | 
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PETER PIN DAR, ESR. . 
Moſt buſy Jenkinſon, Bute's once beſt friend, 

A praiſe that ſtamps a character divine! 
Believe not thus the Poet can offend ; | 

Ye gods! can Peter pour th' unloyal line 2 


I Peter, perpetrate ſo foul a thing! 
I offer miſchief to fo good a King! 
Now be it known to all the realms around, 
I would not loſe my liege for twenty pound > 


Mild Ofborne, ſofter than the down of gooſe, 

I beg you will not let ſuſpicion looſe 

If ſo—of hiftory I'll turn compiler—— 
Divulge ſome tame amours with Miltreſs C-yl-r : 
So tame, indeed, ſo ſingularly ſtupid, 3 : | 
As gave a bluſh to little pimping Cupid! | | 


* 
Fes | 
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O Heav'ns! can Jenkinſon and Oſborne long, 

Foes to the Muſe, to cut out Peter's tongue? 

Arm'd with the Jove- like thunders of the crown, 
To knock with thoſe dread bolts a ſimple Poet down? 


Lo! into Life againſt my will I tumbled, 
And, ſays my nurſe, I made a horrid clatter 
| Kick'd, ſprawl'd, and ſputter'd, gap' d, and cried, and 
_ grumbled, 8 | 
Quite angry, ſeemingly, with Mean Nature 


Who, gucen- lite, thinking all ſhe does is right, 
Againſt my Pie lugg'd me into light : ; 
VOL, Ih. — —l And 
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She. kick me out of it againſt my will. 


Yet ſince on this world's theatre I'm thrown, 
Which with my temper now begins to ſuit; 


And fince its drama pleaſes, I muſt wn 


I ſhould be ſorry to remain a mute; 
Inclin'd to fay, like Beckford *, undeterr'd, 
« By G- I'll ſpeak, and d-mme I'll be heard.“ 


My Lords, I fain would! live a little longer, 
For lo! deſire, as to a boſom wite, 


| Undoubtedly the greateſt blils of life, 


Hath taken deeper root and ſtronger. 


Would HE who made the world look down : we ſay, 


& Peter, wil't live on earth a thouſand years?” - 


'& Lord, Lord,” I ſhould delighted roar away, 


% Ten thouſand, if to thee it meet appears.” 
& So long! what for?“ the Deity might cry 3 
“ O great Divinity,“ quoth , | | 


i A thouſand reaſons ; ' principally one, 
Jo ſee the preſent Prince of Wales, 


The Houſe of B frequently reſounded with hes 
emphatic expreſſions of the late angry patriotic alderman, 
when gentlemen, by ſcraping, hemming, coughing, and 


: groaning, (to adopt the phraſeology of my old friend Dr. 


Johnſon, ) meant to oppugn the impctuoſity of pecuniary arro- 


gance, and anuihilate the ebullicion of pertinaceous n. 


city. 


So % Whom 
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een onns 
% Whom many an aſpic tongue aſlails, 

&. Aloft on Britain's envied throne. 

% Where half the monarchs that have ſat before 
« Have only fat to eat, and drink, and fnore; 

6 To d- -n the credit of the age, | 

And load with folly hiſt'ry's bluſhing page.“ 
And, Jenkinſon, ſhould thy hard face behold 

A Gros the FourTH upon the throne, 

Adieu at once thy age of gold! 

Behold thy m_ of er honours gone ! 


Then get thyſelf an Eadden quick, quick, — 

For fear of Fortune's wild vagaries; | 

Thus ſhall thy daughters all, like muſhroons thick, 
Riſe Lady Joansand MapES, NzeLLs and Mary's, 


PER QDE Ih 

I OWN I love the Pates—his virtues charm—" 

I know the youth receiv'd from Heav'n a heart: 

In friendſhip's cauſe J know his boſom warm, 
That maketh certain Folk with wonder ſtart. 


"Tis true that from my ſoul the man I hate, 
Immerſ'd in mammon, and by mis'ry got; 
Who, to complete his dinner, licks his plate, 
TT wiſhes to have ev'ry thing for nought : : 
BB2 | Who 
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Who if he gam'd, the dice would meanly cog 3 
Rob the blind beggar's ſerip, and ſtarve his dog 
And that there are ſuch wretches near a throne, 5 
Degraded nature tells it with a groan. 


een catch the money af wretch, . 
With hookJike fingers ever on the ſtretch ; 
Who, ſighing, vents. on charity a curſe, 
That aſks for WANT a ne from his purſe : 


The heart that 15 58 in that Wiler D breaſt, 

For money feels the hunger of the ſhark ; 

| Refembling, too, the ruſty iron cheſt 
That holds his idol—cloſe, and hard, and dark. 


Sire me the youth who dares at times unbend, 
And ſcorning Moderation's prude-like ſtare, 

Can to her teeth, and to the world, declare, 
IEbriety a merit with a friend. 


When friendſhip draws the 8 and bids the dome 
With mirth and ſallies of the ſoul reſound : 
When friendſhip bids the bowl o 'erflowing foam, 
Till morning eyes the board with plenty crown 'd; 
| Behold the vikTvEs that ſublimely foar, _ 
nſtead of meanly d—n—g, cry, © Encore.” 


ODE 
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WITH you, my Lords, I'm ev'ry thing that's evils 
There's ſcarce a crime I've not committed z 

The very eſſence of the devil ; 
Deſerving by the dæmon to be ſpitted 3 


Juſt like a turkey, gooſe, or duck, 

Prepar'd by Joan the cook to go to fire ; 

So wanton have you both been pleas'd to pluck 
The ſwan that imitates his Theban fire. 


Of ev'ry quality am I bereft, . ' - 
Not ev'n the ſhadow of a virtue left; 
Not one ſmall moral feather in my wings, 


When dead, to lift me to the King of Kings. 


My Lords, beware—by mouthing oft my name- 
Unwiſely, you may d n me into fame : 

By letting thus your ſpleen on PETER looſe 
He builds triumphal arches on abuſe ! 


In vain the Bard turns oculiſt, and tries 

To purge the film from this world's darken'd eyes: . 
In vain to Printers and to Printer's devillss 

I fly, and advertiſe to cure King's Evils: 

With huge contempt you look on me, alack ! 

My TO curſe, and call the Bard a _ 
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In general, authors are ſuch coward things, 
They fear to ſpeak their ſentiments of Kings, 
Till thoſe ſame Kings are dead, and then the crowd, 

Juſt like a pack of hounds, hiſtorian, bard, 

With throats of thunder run his mem' ry hard, 
And try to tear him piece-meal from his ſhroud, 


Now, if we wiſh. a Monarch to reclaim, 
In God's name let us ſpeak before he's dead, 
Or elſe 'tis ten to one we miſs our aim, 

By ſtaxing till the Fates have cut his thread: 
After this operation of their knife, 
I ne'er knew reformation in my life. 


And yet, what is the greateſt King when dead, 
When duſt and worms his eyes and ears o' erſpread, 
And low he lies beneath the ſtone? | 
The man who millions call'd his own, 

 Howe'er his ſpectre may be willing, 

Cannot give change t'ye for a ſhilling ! 


ODE * 


| YOUR taunting voices now, my Lords, I Hear, 
And thus they grate the Poet's loyal ear: 
Bard, we are both ſuperior to thy lays 

4 Deaf to thy cenſure, and. gy thy praiſe. , 


4 * 


(„ Know 
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% Know that our Monarch lifts his head ſublime, 
« Beyond the reach of grov'ling rhyme, 

« An Atlas hiding *midft the thickeſt clouds; 
« Whilſt thou, a beetle, doom'd to buz below, 


In circles, envious rambling to and fro, 


* 


9 eee the PE miſt his bead that ſhrouds. 


« Thy hy mes, rafting Kings with pigmy pride, 
Are like the ſea's mad waves that make a pother,, 
% Wild ruſhing on ſome promontory's fide, 
One noiſy blockhead following another. 
The ſtately promontory ſeems to fay, _ 
* Aſpiring tools, go back again, go home 22 
«& At once the ſhoulder'd bullies daſh'd away, 
« Sink from. his ſtately, ſide in fruitleſs foam. 


K 


* 


2 Thou, with rabſcallions like thyſelf, 

4 A poor opiniated elf, | 

« Letting on Kings thy pen licentious looſe, 

6 Art like an impudent lane gooſe, 

& Who as the trav'ler calmly trots along, | 

< Starts from amongſt his flock, an ill-bred throng;, 


«© Waddling with pok' d-out neck, and voice ſo coarſe,, 


« Agifto ſwallow up the man and horſe :. 


« With rumpPd feathers to the ſteed he ſteals, 

« And, hke a coward, ſnaps him by the heels; 

« Then tohisgang with out-ſtretch*dpinions hobbling, 
*The fool erect returns Te Deum gobbling, . 
= | 1 « And 
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ws And "a each brother's greeting 88 draws 
« The mingl'd triumph of a coarſe applauſe, 
As if the trotting enemies were beaten, 
And man and palfrey kill'd and eaten. 


& Poor rogue, thou haft not got the trifling ſpirit 
& To own thy King &'er did one 18 of merit. 


My Lords, with great ſubmiſſion to your ſenſe, 
Giving the lie, yet hoping no offence; | 
An act is his my heart with rapture hails—— 
George gave the world the Prince of Wales ; 
A Prince, who when he fills Old England's throne, 
The virtues and fair ſcience ſhall ſurround it; | 
And when he quits the ſceptre, all ſhall own | 
He left it as unſully d as he found it. - 


oO DE VI. 


' GREAT was the Bard's deſire to fing the hom 
Vaſt in her ſoul, majeſtic in her mien; 
But fierce George Hardinge * ſwore if pens or pen 


* woman, women, man, or men, 


© Sollicitor to the Queen, 


—— ß — — 
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In any wiſe or ſhape, in ode or tale, 5 . 11 | 
Dar'd mention that ſuperior Lady, lo! 
The law ſhould deal them ſuch a blow! 61. 
Hang, pill'ry, or confine for lite in jail EF #5 - 2 


And as a kite, on whom the ſmall birds Rare, . 
That tow'ring eritic of the air, | 

Is oft beſet by tribes of rooks and crows, 
Amidſt the cryſtal fields of heav'n; 2 : 4 , 
By whoſe hard beaks and wings, no common foes, : i i 
Sad knocks to genple kite are giv'n ; _ nt 


Surrounded thus aruidſt that lofty hall, 

Nam'd Weſtminſter, the gentle Bard 
Might of the fable legions taſte the gell: 
He therefore wiſely means to play lis card: 
The Poet's guidlibet audendi waves, 
And thus his hide an old companion ſaves. 


Ah, me! the legiſlators of Parnaſſus, 

In liberty, though Engliſhmen, ſurpaſs us ! 

What's ſound at Hippocrene, the Yoet's SPA, 

Is not at Weſtminſter found lav! „ . 


Parnaſſus never with rare Genius wars ; | " | 
But aiding, lifts his head to ſtrike the ſtars: 0 | 
At Weſtminſter how different 1s his fate ! 3 
Where, if he ſoars ſublime, and boldly ſings, 6 ; | 
The ſhears of law, like Fate's, ſhall ſnip his wings, 5s 
And bid him warble 9 an iron 1 grate. = " | 
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Perchaunce law-neckcloths, form'd of deal or oak, 
Like marriage, often an unpleaſant yoke, 

Shall rudely hug his harmleſs throat, 

And ſtop his Apollonian note, 

The empire of fair poetry o'erturning, 

And putting every Muſe in mourning. 


ODE vn. 


YOU tell me both, wh grievous malice carpingy 
On one dull tune eternally Pm harping— 
You would have ſaid to MiLTox juſt the ſame ; 
Who through twelve books the head of Satan maul' d 
Such names the prince of darkneſs call'd, 1 
As muſt have made you roar out ſhame, 
You would (or greatly I miſtake) have ſaid, : 
« What! Milton, always plaguing the poor Devil, | 
“ For ever beating Nick about the head; 
« How can'ft thou be fo dev'liſhly uncivil 2 


Was not one book ſufficient for thy ſpleen, - 
© But muſt thou to a mummy beat him, 
And, like a pick-pocket, ſo barb'rous treat mms 
"700 Through books a dozen as fourteen 7” 


6 Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe theſe things you could have mutter'd, 

And glorious MILTox, like a ninny, 

Had anſwer'd, “There is ſenſe and reaſon in ye 
« Thank ye, kind Gentlemen, for all you've utter'd; 

© The hint you offer not amiſs is; 

« I'll tear my Paradiſe to pieces.“ 


Suppoſe I aſk you what had been the evil ? 


Believe me, ſomething to the world's fad coſt —— 


By ſuch civility to ſpare the Devil, 
My Lords, a ſecond Illiad had been loſt. 


Thus from poor Peter take the GREAT away 3 
Of fun you rob him of cart-loads 

What would his cuſtomers all do and ſay? 
P'rhaps curſe you for the loſs of Odes. 


You'l ſay, © Let ſatire meaner ſubjects look.” 8 
Well, IE NRX *, grant my ſatire flies at you, 

Who'd buy my melancholy vulgar book ?—— | 
Adieu, fair Fame, and Fortune's ſmiles adieu! 


But if we, daring, trim a royal jacket, 

Lord! what a buying, reading, what a racket! 
How ſpruce the metamorphos'd Bard appears! 
With what a confidence he pricks his ears! 
Who juſt before, in piteous chop-fall'n plight, 


Look'd of the woeful face, La Mancna's KniGnT! : 


Here ſcemeth to be a contradiction ; but when the reader 
is informed that JenNxy cannot without mockery be ranked 
amongſt the 9 the * ſtands explained. 

9 5 | Who 
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Who runs to ſee a monkey i in a trap? 


But let the noble lion grace the gin, 
Lo! the whole world is out to ſee him ſnap, 
Te hear him growl, and triumph o'er his grin ! 


Cut off the head of a great Lord, 
Not wiſer than the head of a great gooſe, 


— 


As if the world was all broke looſe : 


But when a little villain haps to ſwing, 


What a poor ſolitary ſtring! 


How few by curioſity are fetch'd 


To ſee the rope of juſtice ftretch'd! 


Scarce any but the hangman and the prieſt 
To do their duty at the culprit's fide, 


With hemp and pray'rs his neck and ſoul! aſſiſt, 


And wiſh the lonely traveller a good ride. 


ODE VII. 


HA RE ! hark! I bear you courtier pair exclaim, 
& This Peter is the moſt audacious dog; 
The fellow has no rev'rence for a name 


46 A King to him i Is ſcarce above a log. 
Sometimes 


os 
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Sometimes below * a log, Sirs, if you pleaſe ; 
A bold aſſertion, to be prov'd with eaſe. 


But, goodly Gentlemen, 1 do deſire ye, 
T'avoid in this affair minute enquiry 
Concerning their reſpective merit; 


I fearleſs prudence will be ſeen than ſpirit ; 


Logs univerſally are uſeful things ; 
A poſftulatum not allow'd to Kings. 


. 766 For us on. 3 s pinnacle, you cry, 


“ Whoſe heads are nearly level with the ſky; 
« High baſking in the blaze of regal pow'r ; 


This Peter, ſeldom from rank pride exempt, 


« Calls us, with ſcowling eyes of fix'd contempt, 
& A pair of Jackdaws perch'd upon a tow'r. 


„ Archbiſhops, biſhops, ſervants of the Lord, 


% Head ſervants, too, who preach the pureſt word, 
« Witn waving hands enforcing goodly matter, 

© No more by him, the ſcorner, are accounted, 

« Than ſweepers on their chimnies mounted, 
That weild their bruſh, and to the vulgarchatter.?? 


True, my dear Lords for merit only warm, 


Rank and fine tra; pings long have ceas'd to charm— 


| ; And yet, their eyes the ſtupid million bleſs, 


For barely getting fights of rank and dreſs ! 
*A few forcign Monarchs juſtify the Poets aſſertion. 
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When judges a campaigning go, „ 
5 And on their benches look ſo big, 

What gives them conſequence, I trow, 


Is nothing but a buſhel wig : 


Yet bumpkins, gaping with a bullock ſtare, 

See learning lodg'd in ev'ry hair. | 

But heads, not hair, my admiration draw; 

Not wigs, but wiſdom, {trikes my ſoul with awe. 


ODE 


THE man who printeth his poetic fits, 
Into the Public's mouth his head commits 3 
Joo oft a hon's mouth with danger full, 
Or flaming mouth of PHALARIS'S bull ; 

He pours the ſad repentant groan in vain, 


The cruel world but giggles at his pain. 


For, lo ! our world, ſo ſavage i in its nature, 
Would rather ſee a fellow under water, 
Or, from the attic ſtory of a houſe 

Fall down ſouſe 


Upon a ſet of curſcd iron ſpikes ; 
Than fee him with the blooming laſs he likes, | 


leſt on a yielding bed of down or roſes, 
Where Love” 5 fond cc uples often Jon t theit noſes. 


Upon 
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Upon me what a hoſt I've got! 

Who by their black abuſes boil their pot. 

Ay, that's the reaſon—wide-mouth'd hunger calls, 
And from the hollows of each ftomach bawls ! 


Thus the poor filk-worms, born to bleſs mankind, 
Whilſt for the ſhiv'ring world the robe they ſpiny 

In ev'ry ring a thouſand inſects find. 
Gnawing voraciouſly their harmleſs ſkin. . 


And thus the Iambs whoſe uſeful fleeces treat 

With coats and blankets people of all ſtations, | 
By preying maggots are beſet, 

Harb' ring whole ſtinking nations; 

Which from their backs the crows ſo kindly pick, 

Enough to make a Chriſtian ſick. 


Oh, would ſome critic crow but eat the pack 
Now neſtling in my lyric back, 

That daily in their hoſts increaſe, 

And try to ſpoil the fineſt fleece, . 


Why am I perſecuted for my rhymes, 
That kindly try to cobble Kings and times ? 


To mine, Charles Churchill's rage was downright 


He was a firlt rate man of war to me, [rancour. - 


Thund'ring amidſt a high tempeſtuous ſea 
I'm a ſmall cock-boat bobbing at an anchor; 
Playing with patereroes that alarm, 

Vet ſcorn to do a bit of harm. 
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My ſatire's e boaſted a keen edge 
A ſugar-hammer mine—but his a blackſmith's ledget 


And then ht Junius what a ſcalping fellow ; 
Who dar'd ſuch treaſon and ſedition bellow ! 


Compar'd to them, whoſe pleaſure *twas to ſtab, 

Lord! I'm a melting medlar to a crab! i 
My humour of a very diffrent ſort is 

Their ſatire's horrid hair-cloth, mine is filk—— 

I'm a pretty nipperkin of milk; 

They too enormous jugs of aqua fortic.. 


Comwpar' d to their high floods of foaming ſatire, 
My rhyme's a rill—a thread of murmuring water 
A whirlwind they, that oaks like ſtubble heaves,— 
I, zephyr whiſp'ring, ſporting through the leaves, 


And ſuch all candid people muſt conclude it 
The world ſhould ſay of Peter Pindar's ſtrain, 
4% In him the courtly Horace lives again 
6 Circum e Petrus ludit.“ 


Which eaſy ſcrap of Latin thus I Venda ; 
Do man by Peter's verſe is harſhly bitten 
Like lambkins bleats the Bard ſo ſweet and tender, 


Abd playful as the ſportive kitten. 


So chaſte his miles, ſo ſoft his ſtyle, | 
That ev'n his bitt'reſt enemies ſhould ſmile; 
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He biddeth not his verſe in thunder roar—— 
His lines perpetual ſummer—ſun-ſhine weather 

He tickles only—how can he do more, 
Whoſe only inſtrument's a feather ? 


.ODE X. 


LIKE children, tat d with Praiſe' s ſugar'd Gags 
How much the Great admire the cringiag throng ; 
And how moſt /ovingly the men they hate, 
Who to the ſtubbarneſs of conſcience born, 
Tenacious of the rights of Nature, ſcorn 
To hold the cenſer to the noſe of State! . 


Too many a weak-brain'd man, and Gilly dame, 
Are made ridiculous by fulſome fame ; 

Rais'd on high pedeſtals in rich attire, 
For half the globe to langi at, not admire. 


You bid the Bard in panegyric ſhine ; ; 
With courtly adulation load the line: 
Sirs, adulation is a fatal thing 

Rank poiſon! for a ſubject, or a King. 


' My Lonls J do declare that it requires 
A brain well fortify'd to bear great flatt'ries; 
| Such very dangerous maik'd batt. ries | 
That — on great men 's brains ſuch ceaſeleſs fires! 
cc3 I hope 
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I hope that God will give ſuch great men grace 


To know the gen ral weakneſs of the place. 


Pray do not fancy what I utter ſtrange 
The love of flatt'ry is the ſoul's rank mange, 


Which, though it gives ſuch tickling j Joys, 

I nſtead of doing ſervice, it deſtroys : 
"Juſt as the mange to lap-dogs' ſkins apply'd, 
Though pleafing, ſpoils the beauty of the hide. 


A fonnet now and then to pleaſe the fair, 


With flatt' ry ſpic'd a little, does no barm — 5 


That talks of flames, perfections, hope, deſpair, 


And hyperbolically paints. each n 


Perhaps to a fault at times, my Muſe's art, 
By admiration ſwell'd, hath ſoar'd too high; 

But Cynthia knew the lover's partial art, 
And chid her poet for the tuneful lie. 


Perhaps too loud the Bard hath ſtruck the lyre; 


And when th' enthuſiaſt, with a lover's fire, 


More bright than angels, gave the nymph to glow; 
By Truth's delightful dictates ſolely way d, 


| Ought of his fav'rite Cynthia to have ſaid, 


* She triumphs only o'er the world below.” 
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ODE XI. 


Mv Lats 1 a conſent to be a bugs 
To batten in the royal rug, 
And on the backs of Monarchs meanly WER 
And more, my Lords,. I hope I never ſhall., 
Yet certain vermin I can mention, love it, 
You know the miſerables that can prove it. 
I cannot, Papiſt-hke, (a dupe to Kings,) 


Create divinities from wooden things. 


Somewhere in Afia—l forget the place 

Ceylon I think it is—Yes, yes, I'm right; 
There Kings are deem'd of heav'nly race, 

| And blaſphemy it is their pow'r to ſlight. 


Like crouching ſpaniels down black Lords muſt lie, 

Whene'er admitted to the Royal eye, 

And ſay, whene'er the mighty Monarch chats, 

To thoſe black Lords about their wives and brats, 
That happen in the world to tumble; 

« Dread Sire, your ſlave and bitch my wife, 
« Hath brought to bleſs your dog ſo humble, 

© One, two, three, four, five puppies into life ; 

“ All ſubje& to your god-like will and pow'r, 

«© To hang or drown in half an hour.” 


This is too fervile, 1 muſt dare confeſs 
Twixt man and man the diff rence ſhould be leſs. 


I own. 
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I own I brought two wond'ring eyes to town, 
| Got bent by mobs my ribs like any hoop, 
Jo ſee the mighty man who wore a crown- 
To ſee the man to whom great courtiers ſtoop. 


Much had I read, which certzs ſome time ſince is, 
My Bible ſo replete with Kings and Princes, 
And thought Kings taller than my pariſh ſteeple ; 
I thought too, which was natural enough, | 
Jove made their ſkins of very diff *rent ſtuff 
From that which pas the bones of common people. 


But mark ! | flaring, gaping ev'ry day, 
The edge of admiration wore away, 

Like razors' edges rubb'd againſt a ftone 
Kings ceas'd to be ſuch objects of devotion, | 
I ſaw the beings ſoon without emotion, 


And thought like mine their bodies fleſh and bone. 


Like many thouſands, I was weak enough 

To think Jove kept a ſoul and body ſhop——- 
Like mercers had variety of fluff, 

Fe or ſuch whoſe turn it was to be made wt 5 


| And that. he treated with great liberality 
| Folks born to figure in the line of quality; 
Giving ſouls ſuperfine, and bones and bloods, 
In ſhort, the choiceſt of celeſtial goods: 
But 


* 
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But on the lower claſſes when employ'd, 


It ſtruck me, that he work'd with much ſang froid, 


Not caring one braſs farthings for the chaps; 


Forming them juſt as girls themſelves amuſe 
In making work-bags, pincuſhions, and ſhoes 


VID ELICET from ſcraps. 


Now can't I give a thimble-full of praiſe, 


E'en to an Emp'ror, if uncrown'd by merit 
A ſtarving principle, faith, now-a-days, 

And unconnected with the courtier's ſpirit <o— 
You, Sirs, I think, can give it with a ladle, 


And rock of grinning idiotiſm the cradle, 


ODE XII. 
80 much abus'd, I loſe my lyric merit. 
Evaporated half its ſpirit; 
Reduę d from alcohol to phlegm: 
From ſolid pudding to whipp'd cream! 


There was a time when not one bit afraid 
Of ought the people roar'd, or ſung, or ſaid; 


I eareleſsly my fav'rite trade purſu'd j 


Invok'd Apollo, and the Muſes woo'd : 


And with the ftoiciſm that ſoothes a ſtone, 


I fat me down and pick'd my mutton-boue, 


Thus: | 
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Thus when amidſt the cunibling world of waves 
The cloud-wrapp'd Genius of the tempeſt raves, 
And *midf the hurrying maſs of ſpeQer'd gloom, 
FATE mounted on the wild wing of the blait, 
Shouts deſolation through the twilight waſte, 
And, thund'ring, threats a ſyſtem's doom; 


Lo! with light wing a gull the billows ſweeps, 
Sports on the ſtorm, and mocks the bellowing deeps; 
Now on the mountain ſurge compos'd he ſquats, 
Adjuſts his feathers, and looks round for ſprats. 


I now may ſay, with righteous David, © Lord, 
« With foes I'm ſore encompaſſed about ;?? 

And rhyme like Sternhold, once for verſe ador'd, 
% I wore not when J ſhall get out; 

& So craftily the heathen me aſſail, 

« My canticle doth not a whit avail.““ 


Lo! almoſt every one at Peter's head 
Levels his blunderbuſs, and takes a pop —— 
Bounce on my dear os frontis falls the lead, | 
But harmleſs yet, thank God! I've ſeen it drop: 


Vet by and by ſome luckleſs hot | 
May knock about the brains of. tuneful Peter 
Thouſands will ſmile to ſee him go to pot, 


And mock him in his grave with ſhameleſs tte | 2 
a Not 
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Ut 
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Not ſo our gracious King and Queen, I know it 


They've pity, if not pence to give a poet. 


Patient as Job, when Satan all ſo vile, 
Betting his ſkin againſt the Lord's, 
Adding a moſt contemptuous ſmile, 
As well as moſt indecent words, 
Cover'd the man of UZ with boils, 
At which with horror ev'ry heart recoils: 


Yes, patient as the man of UZ am I, | 
Though forc'd on envy's burning coals to fry. 


Seek I the cart >—Lort Lordlings fly the place 
The ladies, too, ſo full of loyal grace, 


Turn their gay backs when there I ſhow my head ; 


As happen'd at St. James's t'other day, 
When up the ſtairs I took my ſolemn way, 
And fill'd the fine dreis'd gentlefolks with dread. 


Off Brudenell flew, and with his ſtar ſo blazing 3 

Off flew the frighten'd Sir John Dick, ſo ſtout, 
Who won his blazing ſtar by means amazing | 
Buy manufacturing ſour crout. 


Off flew with this great crowut-compoſing Dick, 
Thompſon and Saliſb'ry, Harcourt, and Gold-ſtick ; 
Such was the terror at the man of rhymes, — 
As though he enter'd to divulge their crimes. 
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Thus on a bank upon a ſummer's day, 


Of ſome fair ſtream of Eaſt or Weltern Ind, 


When puppies join in wanton play, 
Free from the ſlighteſt fear of being ſkimm'd ; 


If from that ſtream, which all ſo placid flows, 
A. ſly old alligator pokes his noſe ; 
P'rhaps with a wiſh to taſte a ſlice of cur ; 

At once the dogs are off upon the ſpur ; 


Nor once behind them cafl a courtly look, 


To compliment the monarch of the brook, 
ELIE. 3 e 


0 D E XIII. 


DES E. RTED7 in my utmoſt need by Fate, 


Like fam'd Darius, great and good; 
Fall'n, fall'n, poor fellow, from a large eſtate ; food? 
Forc'd, forc d to e like goats, the lanes for | 


Alas! deſerted 8 bs ev ry ends) 


And what than friendſhip can be FRE 


"Lo! not a ſoul will kind affiſtance lend; 


Lo! ev'ry puppy lifts his leg at Peter ! 


Like ſome lone 1 rock am I, 


Where midſt th Atlantic vaſt, old Kol- raves; 


Shook by the thunders of each angry ſky, 


"Bang roll'd on by the ruſhing world of waves ! 
80 


1 


80 hard, indeed, the critic tempeſt blows, 
I ſcarce can point againſt the gale my noſe——— 
A ſtorm more violent was never ſeen ! 


80 dread the war indeed it muſt be dread, 


When from his ſhop John Nichols pops his heady 
And pages the thungees of his Magazine. 


Fab artill'ry ne'er was play'd: 
And yet, not all th' artill'ry is his o.’ n; 

Hayley, a cloſe ally, in ambyjcacyy — 
Behind, nge the was oel % 


John Nichols, wh Will. Haß ey 3 hs ue, 


Are ſerious things, howe'er the world may laugh— 


And therefore dread I much to face the fire 


Of this intrepid a and rr e 


You too, my Lane combin'd mm thoſe dend foes 


To tear the bard to pieces for his e 


Is very cruel, Heav'n well knows, 


And BY no fort of credit to the times, 


4 


Vet let me feel e m not yet dead, 
Though maul'd ſo terribly about the head: 
By Printers Devils and allies ſurrounded: 


P'rhaps, like the Pruſſian Monarch, I may riſe 


Herculean, to the world's ſurpriſe, 
And ſee my enemies confounded. 
vox. 11. 5 TS * Full 


"El 

4 

_— _ 
. ＋ 


... ˙ A ar ont ©'229 2 
. ˙ ¹D 7 
off 2 


— wrya pigs 


eee ee, eee e eee ae apr ene 
; — —öä3Pä— ͤ 2 — —ö——¼ 


rr 


n * 
= e *n; ko n 


r 
r 
2 


PPP A on are ec, 


THE WORKS OF | 


Full many a cock hath won ten pound, 
Though ſeeming dead, ſtretch'd out amidſt the * 
Leap d up, and giv'n his foe a fatal wound 

Then why not mine, ye Gods, the lucky hit? 


ODE xIV. 


WITH your good leave, my Larde, EI now 8 mine, | 
Not deem'd, perchaunce, a poet quite divine—— 
Perebaunce with beaſts at Epheſus I've warr'd, 
Like that prodigious orator St. . 
And for my ſtanzas, p'rhaps both great and a, 
You kindly wiſh me feather” d well, and tarr'd. 


You think I foaths the nam of King, no "iſ 
Indeed, my Lords, you never were more out : 
I am not of that envious claſs of elves ; 
Though Dame M<Auley turns on Kings her tail; 
With great re/þe# the ſacred names I hail, 
That is, of Monarchs who re/pe& themplclves. 


But Would they act with meanneſs, or like fools, , 
The Muſe ſhall place a fool s cap on their ſkulls, 


Stubborn as many a Kings ndned; 1am 
That is, as ſtubborn as a halter'd ram: 3235 
A change in Peter's life you muſt not "PI 4 
To try to waſh an aſs's face, 
| Is really labour to miſplace 3 
| | 0 And really loſs of time, as well as ſope. 
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PRAY let me laugh, my Lords, I muſt, I will 
My Lords, my laughing muſcles can't le ſtill: 
Unpoliſh'd in the ſupple ſchools of France, 
I cannot burlt to pleaſure CORUS 


Care to our cdffin adds a nail, no 4 - 
And ev ry grin, ſo merry, draws one out: 
I own I like to laugh, and hate to ſigh, 
And think that riſibility was givn | 
For: human happin „ by gracious heavy” n, * 


* 


* that we came not into life to . 


To wear long faces, j as if our Maker, 
The God of goodneſs, was an undertaker, 
Well pleas'd to wrap the ſoul's unlucky mien 
In ſorrow's diſmal crape or bombaſin. 


Methinks I hear the Lord of Nature ſay, | 

&« Fools, how you plague me! go, be wile, be gay; 
& No tortures, penances, your God requires 

& Enjoy, be lively, innocent, adore, 

% And know that Heav'n hath not one angel more 
& In confequence of groaning nuns and friars. 

c Heay*n never took a pleaſure or a pride 

u ſtarving ſtomachs, or a horſewhipp'd hide. 
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% Muth be your motto merry be your heart; 
„ Good laugh are pleaſant inoffenſive things; 

And if their follies happen to divert, 

« T ſhall not quarrel at a joke on Kings. 


O, D E XVI. 


1 be (che ſuggeſtion, p 'rhaps, of las) 
Turn houſebreakers, and rob the nuns and friars; 3 
Steal pictures, crucifixes, heay? nly chattels, 


To purchaſe ſwords and guns.and fouls for battles: : 
+. 


In ſpite of all the 3 may la y and Win,” 
If Empreſſes will punk-like Kiſs and drink: 


If Kings will ſell the hares and boars they kill, 
And ſnipe and partridge blood for mammon ſpill, 
Denvying thus themſelves a dainty diſh, 5 
And go themſelves to market with their fiſh ; 


Pleas'd with the vulgar herd to join their name, 
If Kings, ambitious of a blackſmith's fame, 
Not wondroufly ambitious in their views, 
Inſtead of mending e make horſe-ſhoes : : 


Dead to fair ſcience, if to vagrant hogs, 
To toymen, conjurors, and dancing dogs, 
Great Princes, pleas'd, a patronage extend; 


Whilſt modeſt genius pines without a friend : 
| DiſmiM ing 


If on bob wigs, flouch'd hats, and thread-bare coats, 


If with their bullocks Kings delight to battle; 


| And think it dev liſh hard they can't have hay : = 
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Diſmiſſing grandeur as an idle thing, 


Upon vulgarity a Monarch doats, 
More pleas d to look a coachman than a King: 


On hard horſe-cheſnuts make them dine and ſup, 
Refolv'd to ſtarve the nice-mouth'd cattle 
Until they eat the cheſnuts up; 
Poor fellows, from the nuts who turn away, 


If Kings will mount old houſes upon rollers, 
Converting ſober mankeas.i into ſtrollers, 

Heraclitus's gravity can t bear it 
J mult laugh out, and all the world muſt hear its. 


by 


OD E FEE 
JUS ST « one word more, my Lords, before we part— 
Do not vow vengeance on the tuneful art ; 
"Tis very dang'rous to attack a poet 
Alſo ridicylous—the. end would ſhow it. 


Though not to crit to read I hear you're able. 
Read, then, and learn inſtruction from a fable. | 


THE PEG AND MAGPIE, 
P 


| CockixG his tail, a ſaucy prig, 
A Magpie hopp'd upon a Pig, 
=D „„ 
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To pull ſome hair, forſooth, to Iine his neſt; 
And with ſuch eaſe began the hair attack, 
As thinking the fee- ſimple of the back 

Was by himſelf, and not the Pig, poſſeſt. 


The Boar look'd up as thunder black to Mag,. 


” Who, ſquinting down on him like an arch wag, 


Inform'd Mynheer ſome briſtles muſt be torn ; 
Then buſy went to work, not nicely culling ; 


Got a good handſome beakfull by good pulling, 


And flew nn a * Thank 8 to his FOR 


The Pig ſet up a diſmal yelling ; 
Follow'd the robber to his dwelling, | 
Who, like a fool, had built it *midſt a bramble : 
In manfully be ſallied, full of might, 
Determin'd to obtain his right, | 

And midit the buſhes now began to ſcramble. Y 


He drove the Magpie, tore his neſt to. rags, 


And, happy on the downfall, pour'd his brags : 
But ere he from the brambles came, alack ! 

His ears and eyes were miſerably torn, | 

His bleeding hide in ſuch a plight forlorn, . * 
He could not count ten N upon his back. 


This 1s a pretty tale, my Lords, and pat : 
To folks like you, ſo clever, verbuni ſat. 
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HERO IL COMIC POEM. 
CANTO W. 8 


THE ARGUMENT. 


MORNING ANDMAJESTY GET OU T OF BED TOGE THE R==A MOST 


SOLEMN AND PATHETIC ADDRESS TO THE MUSE, WITH 


RESPECT TO OMENS—A SERIOUS COMPLAINT AGAINST THE 
OMENS FOR THEIR NON-APPFARANCE ON sb IMPORTANT 


AN OCCASION-—THE WIVES AND. DAUGHTERS OF THE 
COOKS SEEK . THE PALACE, TO ENCOURAGE THEIR HUS- 
BANDS — A BEAUTIFUL COMPARISON OF COCKS AND 
 HENS—THE DISMAY OF THE COOKS—THE NATURAL RIS 
TORY OF EYES—MISTER RAMUS ENTERS TRE KITCHEN=—- 


MISTER RAMUS 15 PRAISED FOR DEXTERITY IN SHAVING: 


MAJESTY—MISTER RAMUS'S CONSEQUENCE WITH MAJES- 
TY $UFERIOR TO THAT or GREAT MINISTERS—MISTER: 
RAMUS'S NAMBY-PAMBY NAME BILLY, GIVEN BY MA= 
JESTY—THE DREAD OCCASIONED BY MISTER RAMUS'S 
| APPEARANCE AMONGST THE COOKS— MISTER SECKER,. 
CLERK OF THE KITCHEN, ENTERS IN A PASSION=—MISTER 
SECKER THREATENS TREMENDOUSLY—A WIFE or ONE or 
THE COOKS NOBLY ANSWERS MISTER SECKER, AND VOWS 
 OPPOSITION=—=MISTER SECEER REPLIES WITH ASTONISH= 


MENT, VOCIFERATION, AND THREAT—THE HEROINE'S 
REJOINDER TO MISTER RAMUS, WITH MUCH SARCASM 


MISTER SECKER GROWETH VERY WROTH=—STUDIETH RZ 
AND ADpMI- 


NISTERETH 


VENGE»=PRUDENCE APPEARE TH. TO HIM, 


—— or 


„ 
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NIS TERETH GREAT AND WHOLESOME ADVICE——PRUDENCE 


BECALMETH THE CLERK OF THE KITCREN=—A SECOND 
HEROINE APPEARETH, SPEECHIFIETH, AND THREAT= 
ENETH—SLILY. ALLUDETH TO THE IMMENSE WEALTH 
or MALE MAJESTY, AND THE HEAPS OF D!AMONDS 


BELONGING TO FEMALE MAJESTY —PRAISETH HER 


HUSBAND'S CLEANLINESS, AND DENIETH A LOUSE Ex- 
ISTENCE IX HIS HEAD, "AND SQUINTETH AT MISTER 
SECKFR AS THE PROBABLE OWNER OF THE ANIMAL— 
MISTER SECKER RAGETH A SECOND TIME—ONE OF THE 
FINEST COMPARISONS IN THE WORLD, BETWEEN MISTER 
SECKER IN A PASSION, AND A LEG OF MUTTON AND 
TURNEPS IN THE POT=—THE POET PAUSETH, MORALIZETH, 


AND TREMBLETH AT THAT DEVIL, LATELY INTRODUCED 


TO THE WORLD, CALLED EQUALITY, TRE ENEMY OF MA» 


JESTY —SOME OF THE SWEETEST LINES IN THE WORLD 


ON THE OCCASION=—PRUDENCE RE-ENTERETH TOBECALM 
MISTER SECKER, BY.CLAPPING HER HAND ON HIS MOU T Home 


AN INEXPRESSIBLY APT BOTTLE-OF-SMALL-BEER COM» | 


PARISON—THE COOK-MAJOR RISES IN WRATH, AND 18 
VERY SATIRICAL ON MISTER SECKER—THE CLERK OF 


THE KITCHEN REPLIES WITH INTREPIDITY=—A GREAT 


DEAL OF GOOD COMPANY RUSHES INTO THE KITCHEN=— 
MISTER SECKER COMMANDS SILENCE, - AND ANNOUNCES 
THE WILL OF HIS SOVERFIGN==THE SOVERETGN ELOQUEN T= 
LY ANNOUNCETH ALSO HIS CWN WILL=—A SWEET AND 
SUBLIME COMPARISON, EQUAL TQ ANY THING IN HOMER, 


WW ITH beauteous LAM BERT's bluſh, and Rvus-- 


SEL's ſmiles, 


Avon peep'd upon the firſt of Iſles; 
. And lo, to bleating flock, and whiſtling bird, 
Uproſe the Sun, and uproſe G. 1E Tarn, 


— 


Who 


Who left his Queen ſo charming, and her room, 
To talk of hounds and horſes with the Groom. 


Says Muvse, what !' not one cloud with Tow'ring , 


To gloom compaſſion on the heads of Cooks? 
What! not one ſolitary omen ſent; | 

Not one ſmall ſign, to tell the great event? 

On Caro's danger, clouds of ev'ry ſhape 

Hung on the firmament their diſmal crape; 
Aurora wept, goor girl, with ſorrow big; 
And Pnoxzus roſe without his golden wig ! | 
But now the ſkies their uſual manners loſt, 

The ſun and moon, and all the flarry hoſt! 

No raven at the window flapp'd his wings, 

And croak'd portentous to the Cooks of Kings ; 
No horfes neigh'd, no bullocks roar'd ſo ſtout ; 
No ſheep; like ſheep be · devill'd, ran about; 
No lightnings flaſh'd, no thunder deign'd to growl ; 
No walls re-echo'd to the mournful owl ; | 
No jackaſs bray'd affright ; no ghoſt gan wall z 
No comet threaten'd empires with his tail ; 

No witches, wildly ſcreaming, rode the eh 3 
No pewter platters datic'd about the room. | 
Thus unregarded droop'd each menac'd head, | 
As though the omens all were really dead; 

As unregarded (what a horrid ſlur !) 

As though the Monarch meant to ſhave a cur! 


: Now to the kitchen af the We came 
Full many a damſel ſweet, and daring dame, 


- 
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The wives and daughters of thoſe Cooks forlorn 
Whoſe luckleſs heads were threaten'd to be ſhorn : 

Ire in each eye, and vengeance in each hand, 


To cheer their huſbands, pour'd the boaſtful Band ! 
Thus, when the ancient Britons ruſh'd to battle, 
Their wives intrepid join'd the general rattle ; 
Encouraging their huſbands in the fray, 

For fear ſome pale-nos'd rogues might run away: 
O glorious act !—repelling coward fear. —- 


Thus cocks fight braveft when the hens are near. 


Now on the band of Ladies ſtar'd the Cooks, 
And ſeem'd to ſhew hair-ruin in their looks. 


Great is the eloquence of eyes indeed 
Much hift'ry in thoſe tell-tale orbs we read! 


What. though no bigger than a button-hole, | 


Yet what a wondrous window to | the ſoul! 8 
The boſom's joy, and grief, and hope, and fear, 


In N colours are e depicted here! 


Now to the crowded kitchen . ſprings, 


Raus, call'd Billy by the beſt of Kings; 2 
Who much of razors and of ſoapſuds knows, 
Well ſkill'd to take great Cxsar by the noſe: 


Much by his Sovereign lov'd, a truſty 323 
Who often puts great Stateſmen in a rage; | 


Poor Lords! compell'd againſt their will to wait, 

Though aſs-like laden with affairs of State, 
- 7 TW Page and Monarch finiſh deep diſputes 
On buckſkin breeches, or-a pair of boots! 


— 


Billy, 
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- Billy, a pretty name of love, ſo ſweet, 

| Familiar, eaſy, for affe&ion meet! | 
Thus formal Patrick is transform'd to m 4900 
And Father, by the children chriſten'd Daddy: 
And OLIvtR, who could &en Kings control, 
By many a thouſand is baptiz*'d OLD NOLL. 


Speak, READER, didft thou ever ſee a ghoſt ? 
If ſo—thou ſtoodeſt ſtaring, like a poſt : 
Thus did the Cooks on BILLY Ramvs ſtare, 
Whoſe frightful preſence porcupin'd each hair. 
Now enter'd SEcKER *—and now thus he ſpoke :;— 
« This Louſe affair 's a very pretty joke! 
„ Arn't you aſham'd of it, you dirty dogs?— 
% Zounds! have you all been fleeping with the hogs? 
« But mind—you'll be, to all your great delight, 
* Bald as ſo many coots before t is night. 
«© No murmurs, gentlemen—'t is all in vain : 
« When Monarchs order, who ſhall dare complain?“ 
Now from the female Band, a Heroine ray'd, 
« Gd curſe me, if my huſband h be ſhavd! _ 
« You ſhan't, you ſhan't the fellow's head diſgrace— 
« I ſay, the man {hall ſooner loſe his place. | 
„ige, like the very devil, I loath, I hate 
. And curſe me, if a nightcap hugs his pate.“ 
% How, IMPUDENCE!?” the wrathful SER ER cry 'd, 
With horror ſtaring, and a mouth yard- wide - 


| * Late, Clerk of the Kitchen. 
4 a 
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cc Where, eee click, my cane, my whip, a ar 


ſwitch? wi ets J OE IR 8 2 2 
&© Who able a vou. ſauey — 2 
% Mpſell, with hands akembow cry d. che Dame— 


I tell ye, Miſter SxcxeR,, it is a ſhame _ 


“ I tell ye that. th ks; will all be fools, * | E 
e near their Lculls. 


« To ſuffer. an om 
&« Bitch too, forſooth! the language of a bog), 
f Lm a Bitch, then /omebody 's a Dog.” 


Now, all th” internal man of Sxbicwk boil'd- 


From thought to thought of turbulence he toil'd: 


Now, reſolution-fraught, he wiſh'd to ſtick her, 


Now in her face to ſpit, and now to kick her.. 


But PRUDENCE in that very moment came, 

And ſweetly whiſper'd to the man of flame 

« Fie, SECKER! kick a woman 1 SECKER, fie! 
& On matter more ſublime, thy proweſs thy os 

« No glory ſprings from kicking wives of Cooks. 


. 


“ Strive to ſurpaſs great Kings in binding books; 


% Tranſcend great Kings in forcing ſtubborn kine 


4 breakfaſt on horſe- cheſnuts, ſup, and dine; 


1 educating pigs, be thou as deep; 


And learn, like Kings, to feel the rumps of ſheep. 


6 Go, triumph at the market-towns with wool: 


Go, breed for lady-cows the braveſt bull; 


gde Tower o'er the ſcepter'd GREAT in fat of lambs ; 
« And riſe a rival in the breed of rams.— ' | 
«© Theſe be thine acts from hence fair glory flows, 


« Whoſe beam, a bonkire round a Monarch glows. 
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« Surpaſs in charity towards the Poor; 
«© Nor bully ſtarving MERIT from the door. 
„ Behold, for patronage lean GEx ius pant: 5 
„„ What though the wealthy Great a tafte may want, 
“Vet, would they caſt their eyes on pining Mxnxir, 
% "Thoſe eyes would quickly warm her frozen ſpirit. 
e The fool may lift the Movnner from the tomb, | 
« And bid the buried ſeeds of GENIUS bloom. 
4 Yes, fools of Fortune, did thoſe fools incline 
« To look on humble WonTn, might bid her thine: 
„% "Thus. tallow candles in a chandelier, Len. 
«© Make the keen beauties of the glaſs appear, 
« C-"7 into note a thouſand trembling rays, 
« And ſhare the merit of the mingled blaze. 
„The Great ſhould ſun- like bid their treaſures flow, 
„% Whoſe beams wide-{preading no diſtinction Kun 
But equal bid the crab and pine be "Ree 25 
0 And light at once a ſyſtem and a pipe.” 


\ 
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Thus Phe hot ſpoke; which — the DA 1 

Confeſs'd his fault, and ſtopp'd the burſting flame. 
Now ſtorm'd a ſecond Heroine from the band, 

Call'd Joan, and full at SzcKER made a tand 

« I ſay, Tou ſhan't be ſhav dhe ſhan't he than” Ty | 

{© Leek porridge, ſtirabout, we Il ſooner want; 

We 'll rather hunt the gutters for our meat; 

<< Cry mackrel, or ſing ballads through the ſtreet; 

« Foot ſtockings, mend old china, or black ſhoes, * 

« Sooner than Tom, poor ſoul, his locks ſhall loſe. 
Yolo He 2 | « Humph# 
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Any thing's good enough for humble folk ; , 
« Shov'd here and there, forſooth ; call'd dogand b=, 
God bleſs us well, becauſe we are not rich. 
People will ſoon be beat about with ſticks, | 
Forſooth, becauſe they han't a coach and fix. 5 4 
AHA ſhant be ſhav'd, and I'm his lawful wife Fg 
«« The man was never louſy in his life. _ 
% Ax what his Mother ſays—bis neareſt kin —- 
Tom never bad a blotch upon his kinn 
«« © But when @ had the meaſles and ſmall pox.” - 
« What for, then, ſhall the fellow loſe his locks? 
« < She never in her life-time ſaw (ſhe ſays). . 
ter, cleanlier * in all her days 
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« Folks think they may take freedoms with dhe RO | 


« Humph! whats 2 mt: hoity toity 8 s here? 2 
 TroMas, I ſay, ſhan't loſe his locks, poor Dear! 
Shav'd too use, people happen to be poor— .. 


Cx FP 


I never. heard of - ſuch. a trick before. 


Go,- aſk your MASTER if he'd ſhave a Dule. N 
No if he dar d to do it, Lil be curſt: 

No, SECKER, he would eat the razor erl. 

Good lord! to think poor people heads to 8 
Why, lord! are people drunk, or mad, I wonder? 
What! ſhall my poor dear huſband loſe his locks 
Becauſe, a han't ten millions in the ſocks? 
Becauſe on me, forſooth, à can't beſtow 

A di'mond petticoat to make a ſhow? - - 


Marry come up, indeed—a pretty joke— 10 


And 
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« «© And all her  hetykboiis fi ſaid with kuge furprie, 
„A finer boy was never feen with eyes #1 

« So, Miſter SxckERAR, let's have no more e 
„Hunt further for the owner of the louſe.- 

« Sir, *tis a burning ſome, I'm bold to __ 

« To take poor people” character away. 

„Who knows the varmine is n't your own, oda | 
« You're fond 5 n into ev ry an e 


Again of Bunn boil icing man's” 
Thought urging thought, again to rage began: 
Huge thoughts of diff'rent ſizes ſwelPd his ſouly 
Now mounting high, now ſinking low, they roll; 
Buſtling here, there, up, down, and Fwy FRY 
So wild the mob, ſo terrible the rout? ' 
How like a LE& oF MUTToON in the pot, 

With turneps thick ſurrounded all fo hot! 

Amid the gulph of broth, ſublime, profound, 
Tumultuous, joſthng, how they raſh around! 
Now up the turneps mount with ſkins of ſnow, 
While reſtleſs lab'ring MuTTox dives below. - 
Now lofty ſoaring, climbs the leg of ſheep, | | 
While Turxze downwards plunges mid the deep! 
Strange ſuch reſemblances in things ſhould liee/ 
But what eſcapes the Poei's piercing eye? 
Juſt like the Sun —for what eſcapes his ray, . 
Who darts on deepeſt ſhade the golden day? 


. ; . , * 
, * * 1 13 ITFS * A 4 
>. ; 4 ; = A 4 4 
* A Be; # * 1 3483 . 4 1 
2% - * 
% 


11 2 Es Muſe, 


. 8 a 8 * 


— 


* ** 8 

"© I = r 
oy 5 = ee 2 
2 - 2 


5 
* 
* 
b 
H 
4 
© % 
'- 
x. 
27 
1 
: 
: 
F 
: 
: 
3 
- 
1 
* 
Fi 
[ 
f 
? 
* 
Py.” 
114 
[3 
be” 
17 
8 
3 
© 
EF 
* > 
> 
3-I 
13 
+ 
ZS 
J 
14 
© 
Ss 4 
9 
* 
2 
= 
S 
2 
2 
1 
2 
F 
. 
* 
i 
F 
x 
* 
, 
2 
" % 
{ 
$7 


—__ 


Ne - 


5 Eds En ON 


I en gn bun. Apes 4 


— roar fieiirs 


And waſh her dirty laces and her gauze. 
Then dimm'd are coronets that awe inſpire, 
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Muſe, let us pauſe a moment—here we ſee 
A woman, certainly of low degree, 
Reviling oll of elevated ſtation;n; 


Thus waging war with mild SUuBoRDINATION. 


Should ſweet 8UBORDI NATION chance to die, 
Adieu to Kings and Courtier-men ſo bigh ; 
Then will that [Mp EQUALITY prevail, | 
Who knows no diff*rence between head and tail; 


Then Majeſty, the lofty noſe who lifts, 


With tears ſhall waſh and iron her own ſhifts; | 
To darn her ſtockings, from her height deſcend ; 
Whieh now are giv'n to MackENTHUN “ to mend 


Turn her fair fingers into vulgar paws, 


And ſceptres ſtuff'd, like faggots, in the fire. 
Ne'er let me view the hour, my ſoul that ſhocks,” | 
When female Majeſty ſhall waſh her ſmocks: 


Such humbled grandeur let me never ſee : 
| Soapſuds and Sov'reignty but ill ee 


Malkin, and Majeſty, but ill accord: 

Rubbers and Royalty are kin abhorr' d! 
Strange union! 't is the Vulture and the pat; 
A gulph and mudpool—elephant | and rat; 
A great Archbiſhop, and an Undertaker; 
The Muſe of Epic, and a Riddle-maker ; 


A roaring King in tragedy ſublime; | 


5 he who plays poor Pug in Pantomime; . 


A La ly, attendint on che Princeſles, 


The 
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The Lord who in the Senate wonder draws, ! 
Firm in the fair ſupport. of Freedom's cauſe; | 
And that ſame Lord, behind the ſcenes, a ſnail, | 
Who, crawling, of an actreſs holds the tail; | 
Mancuts1 on the tage, with ſteel and, plume, ö 
And that Manchzs! in a Lady's room; is 
Sir JostPn *, Jove-like, with his. hammer d. arm, | 
Who thund'ring breaks of fleep the opiate charm z 
And that Six Joskrh, with a fimple look, |." | 
CO ow near the hmple brock. 
A came eee „ ag | 
Sweet-humonr'd Goddeſs, to ſuppreſs the ſtorm, | 
Who clapp'd her hands (indeed an act uncouth) — 
Full on the gaping hole of Sgckra's mouth; | 
Compreſſing thus a thouſand, iron words . / = 
Sharp ev'ry foul of them as points of ſwords; _ 5 | | 
But ſoon her hand forſook his lips and chinz 1 | | 
Who own'd the Goddeſs, and but gave a grin. | 
Thus from a fretful bottle of ſmall beer,,.. + | | 
If, mad, the cork ſhould leap with wilds career; 61 j | 
Lo, to the bottle's mouth the butler flies, = | 
And with dexterity his band applies A | 
In vain the liquor buſtles mid the dome 9 
John quells all fury, and ſubdues the ſo m! 7 
* Sir Joszyn Banks. A part of his royal inſi gnia is a 
hammer to knock irs a „ and oY the Royal W A 
awake, rot | 1 
1 Now ; 
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Now dove the Mun Miſter Sets 8bz- 
% You make in tis affair a pretty ſtir! 


„ Twere doubtleſs a fine prefent i in a Box, 


5 To offer to our ſovereign Lord, the locks: 


* Some vaſt reward would follow to be ſure; ' 


A pretty little, ſweet, ſnug Jon necure. 

«© Yes—MasTeR SECKER well can play his cards: 
Sublime achievements claim ſublime rewards. 

I humbly do preſume, Sir, that his Grace | | 
«© Has promis'd ye a warm Exciſeman's place:— | 
“ Some folks ure Jacks-im-office, fond of power!“ 
Thus ſpoke the Cook, like vinegar ſo ſour. 

«© No matter, Mafter Major, what I get; ; 

« All that I know, is this, your heads ſhall ſweat: 
« PI fee the buſineſs done, depend upon *t— 

4 I order matters, d—n me if I don't: 


« Which is the better gemman, I or you.” 
Thus anſwers SECKER to the man of woes, 


' And points his ſatire _ a A Wote. . 


$55 


Sadie had he utter'd, when a noiſe was heard; 
And now behold a motley band appear d! 

With Babel ſounds at once the kitchen rings, 
Of Groom, Page, Barber, and the beſt of Kings! 
And lo, the beſt of Queens muſt ſee the fun; ; 

And lo, the Princeſſes fo beauteous run 


; 66 Yes, Maſter D1xon; you ſhall know who's who— 


4. 


And Madam SCHWELLENBERG came hobbling too; ; 


Poor lady, loſing i in the race a ſhoe! 


But 
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But in revenge- e the loſs zo Night! 
The world would loſe a tg, to plexie a nts 


And now for Prack did Szomin: bawl Aloud; 

And lo, Prack came at once among the crowd. 

In courts of juſtice thus, to hufh the hum, 
Silence!“ the cryer calls, and all is mum 
„Cooks, Scullions, all, of high and low degree, 

« Attend, and learn our Monarch's will from me. 
Our Sov'reign Lord the King, whoſe word is fate, 
« Wills in his wiſdom to ſee ſhay'd each pate : 

« Then, Gentlemen, pray take your chairs at once; 
4 And let each Barber fall upon his ſconce.“ 
Thus thunder d SECKER with a MAxs. like face, 
And ſtruck dire terror through the roaſting race. 
Thus roar'd AcRILLEs mid the martial fray, 
When ev'ry frighted Trojan 1 Ian away. 


Calm was the crowd, when thus the King of Iſſes, 
Firm for the ſhave, but yet with kingly ſmiles— 
„Fou muſt be ſhay'd—you fhall, you mult indeed: 

% No, no, I ſhan't let ſlip a ſingle head— _ 

« A very filthy, naſty, dirty tricx 

The thought on'tturns myſtomach—makesme ſick. 
« Louſe—louſe—a naſty thing, a louſe I hate: —_ 
„No, no, UN have no more upon my plate. 

« One is ſufficient—yes, yes quite a ſtore 

4% T'll have no more no more, 1 Il have no more.” 


I. 
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| Thus Baka the Ting. like e ev'ry y king who | gives 
To trifles, luſtre that for ever lives. 
Thus ſtinking vapours from the 00zy pool, 
Of cats and kittens, dogs and puppies full, 
Bright Sor ſublimes, and gives them golden wings, 
The cloud on which /ome ſay, the Cherub ſings. 
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A „ 
LYRIC EPISTLES 
TO 


LORD MACARTNEY AND HIS SHIP. 


Yes, of our Bagſhot wonders tell KI EN Long; 


Dex3ctiovs ſubjects for an Epic Song ! | 
Erst x to Logp MACARTNEY. | 


©, if fuccefabul, thou wells be ador d! 
Wide as a CnESsUIIE Car our Court will grin, 


To find as many Pearls and Gems on board 


0 WELL not leave thee room to ſtick a pin. 
ErisrTE to the SHIP. 


| TO THE READER 
IT has been my wiſh, that the following pair of 
Lyric Epiſtles might be preſented, with my Odes, to 
the Emperor KI EY Lows, on account of the quan- 
tity of original merit—but, to uſe a ſublime phraſe, 
as it would be © letting 1 cat out of the bag,” 


forborne. 


The buſile and proweſs of the invincible Duke on 5 


Bagſhot-Heath the Heath on fire=the royal viſit 


I have 


——— . ae ae 2 


7 2 Dogg bans Li . 
i * * 5 


4 * War 
„ x7 Fenn py 
4 © Is, 


EIFS Mahan - Wes W 
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the Man of PIKE blown from the Mine—the explo- 
hon of the Powder-mills at Hounſlow—the attention 
of Gops, as well as of the Crows, to the Camp—the 


humility of the Bagſhot buſhes, &c. are circum- 


ſtances which, 3 they may be diſdained by 
the faſtidious pen of HiSroH , ought to be recorded- 
Indeed, I from my ſoul believe, that our Hiſtorians, 7 
as they are called, are too conceztedly Tofty to think of 


ſullying a page with an account of the Camp-tranſ- 


action; but Poets were the only hiſtorians of an- 
cient times, which I am ready to prove by a pro- 
fufion of learned quotation; and conſequently your 


dull uninſpired proſe- men are invaders. For my part, 


I am reſolved to ſupport the poetrcal charter; aud con- 


TALITY. 


ſequently, as often as the Duke, and the KinG and 
the Qoren, and Mapam SCHWELLENBERG, and 


Lord CARDIGAN, and old Nicolai the fiddler, and 


S1R Francis DRAKE, and the Pages, the Cooks, and 
the Stable-boys, Wc. Oc. ſhall utter goods things, 
achieve great actions, and be ſeen in cloſe and im- 
portant converſation together, ſuch events ſhall be ho- 
noured with niches in Bos Lyric Tanrrz of IMMOR- 


W 


The Epitile to the Suir ſeems to be full of 8 8 
and good wiſhes ; but the horrid picture of the future 


diſappointment of our Ambaſſador and his Suite at 


Pelin, with the diſgracefully attendant circumſtances, 


we hope to be merely a playful ſketch of fancy of the 
Muſe, and that ſhe has cs viſited by no ſuch 


flogging illuminations. 
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gb ORD MACARTNET,, 


AMBASSADOR TO THE COURT OF nes 


9 175 ami D ee dons by our 55 King” 
Deck'd in his liv'ry too, a glorious thing, 
Amid the wonders at SAINT JAMES's done; 
At Houſe of BuckixoHAM, in R1camony bow? rs, 
At Kw, and laſtly WixpsoR's lofty tow'rs, 
Rich ſcenes at once of Majeſty and Fun; 


— 


Forget not thou the Camp on BAGs HoT HEATH, 
Where met the grimly regiments of death; 
Where not the DEV'L their rage ſublime could 
551 damp— 
Though'Heav'N, as if it meant to / mock the matter; 
Pour'd on their powder'd heads huge tubs of water, 
And made the mighty heath a dirty e Tg 


Yes, df our r Bagſhot wonders tell KiEx Ken 
Delicious ſybjeRts ; for the Epic ſong. 


Talk of tlie valiant troops, all hw n-deſcended, 
On which, the Kings of ED oft depended, 


When 


2 os — 1 * 4 d 
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When bold 1 A * nation ran; 
Her venom ſpread, and told a vulgar hoſt, 
To humble, ſweet Subordination loſt, 

That lo! the mightigſ Monarch was but Man! 4 


Such ſoldiers! ſuch rare W no n f 


Swell'd by the gar of courage to balloons ; 
Where, though thoſe men like bacon all were ſmoak'd, 
Not one, by Gop's good providence, was choa#'d. 


- OFR rcumoxD'smighty chieftain, Ricumowp ſpeak 


& Now wet, a riding diſhclout,” ſhalt thou ſay— 
« Now broiling, whizzing, dropping like a fteak,— 


% So val'rous, mid the ſun's meridian ray! 


Talk to Kizx Lows about His Grace's Rt; 


What wiidom, ee love, pervades the whole! 


But fouls i in common are a dreary waſte, 


By brambles, thiſtles, barb*rous docks diſgrac” d; 


That need the ploughſhare, harrow, and the fire— 
ho ſouls are caves of filth and ſpectred gloom, | 
That want a window and a broom, 

T0o yield them light, and clear the more. 


When honours liſt th' 5 90 on . 


On Fox ruvx how with fierce contempt I ſcow]! 
She hangs a dirty cloud upon the ſky, 3 | 
And with an ba 8 — imps an owl. 


Yet 


PETE n PINDAR, x50. . 325 


Yet knaves and fools enjoy their lucky 3 
And ribbons, ſtead of ropes, their backs adorn— 
Thus crawls the Toap amid the faireſt flow'rs, 
And with che LIL drinks the dews of morn. 

\ | 


But royal RicuMonD honours exaltation 

The pole-ftar of our military nation. 
| How pleaſant then to ſee a RicamonD riſe! | 
Friend of a KIxG, and fav'rite of the SkI ES! 


CHARLES , to ſupport a baſtard and a wh 
Impos'd a tax on coals, that ſtarv'd the poor: 

_ Thoſe /ans-culottes-men made the ſaddeft din! 
But mark, how often good proceeds from evi! 


Tuis deed of CHARLES is now a white-waſh'd Devil= + 


Lo, RicumoNnD caſts a luſtre round the fin 


By means of this once ſhameful tax on coal, | 
He ſniggles mode? MERIT from her hole! = 


Where is the Soldier that is not his friend? 
See ADMIRATION to his virtues bend; : 
And lo, the ſcar-clad VETERAN adores! 
While GLory humbly kneeling to the ſkies, 
With ſupplicating hands and fervent eyes, 
A length of days upon his head implores. 
Say, that His Grace, ambitious of a name, 
Is ever angling to catch Martial Fame: 


* King of England, whoſe Miſtreſs was a French woman, 
the great, great, and illuſtrious Anceſtor of his preſent GRACE. 
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And "i too, how moſh Fontmagte the « Duke, 
What noble fiſhes hang upon his hook; | 
Whilſt 4umbler mortals lab'ring day and bake 
Poor patient creatures, ſeldom feel a bite. 


Pow'n in the hands of VIRTUE 18 hebnin aides, 4 
That foſt'ring feeds the flow'r of happieſt hue— 
In V 1cz's graſp, it withers, wounds, and kills: 
*T 1s then the fang ſo fatal, form d to mae 
A paſſage for the venom of the ſnate, 
That N ATURE'S aſs with dilution . 


Bow 3 ye armies, then, and hk your Go, | 
That R1icaumon»D holds the military rod: 
No Janus he, with ſelfiſh views to fob, 


And touch the Nation's pocket with a job =. = 


Yes, let the Emp'ror all about him hear, 


Talk of the bold tranſactions of the Peer; 


And fay; what probably he can't believe, 
That lo, the dauntleſs body of His Grace, 
In dhels bor'd, has ſcarcely one ſound place 
A honeycomb, a ovlieniier, a feve!- 2 


Say how that nothing coul his courage EY 
Proud of his poſt, and fearleſs of his neck, 


* Witneſs the convenient houſe and n near Plymouth 
Dock, ſo economically built with the Public Money. The an- 
nals of honour furniſh us not with a ſublimer inſtance of /e/f- 
aanial. . = 
| Though 
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Though. only one upon his ſhoulders dear — | 
Thus VALouR {mules at danger, death, and pain, 
And feels an eighteen-pounder through his n 


Coolly as /ome a pat upon the ear! 


Say, how he gallop'd wild; up hill, down dale; 
Frighten'd each village, turn'd each hovel pale; 
Struck all the birds with terror, ſave the crows, 
Who, ſpying fuch commotion in the land, 
Concluded ſome great matter was in hand, 
Much blood and carnage RY contending foes. 


Say, how the world his derb with wonder ſaw; 
Say, that the Bagſhot-buſhes bow'd with awe; 
And ſay, his phiz ſuch valour did inſpire, 
That lo, the very ground he trod, caught fire“. 


Say, how went forth 0 ſee him, half the nation, 


Their mouths well cramm' d with duſt and admira- 


So ardent ev'ry eye's devouring look, [tion 


Jo ſeize the galloping, the flying Duke. 7 


: such eating and ſuch gurding ev'ry: day! 
Nothing to pay! 


All the Duke's friends, great quality and mall; ; 

Our great King Gzor6e, and lovely D 
WMWere entertain'd ſeot-free, I ween= © 
Our generous nation doom d to pay i it 1. 


„This is a n fact. 


FP 2 : And 
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And yet, when PARLAMENT beholds the bill, 
I think that Parliament, with much ill Will, 

May growl, and ſwear it was an idle thing, 
This game of ſoldiers, ſuch a child/b play— _ 
But let me anſwer PARLIAMENT, and fay, 


It was not childs iſh, FOR IT PLEAS: 'D rur KinG— | 


It made TOM Paint: the bull-dog, kotd his tongue ; 
Arm'd with ſuch lion: pas, and teeth ſo long 


Say, that the ſun-like Duke ſhone forth ſo bright, 
That Puxcn ne'er triumph'd in a fiercer fight. 
Say, how he fir'd the Hounſlow mills of powder: 
Say, how the ſympathizing grain, with ſound, 
Frighten'd the tiles from all the roofs around, 
Defying the $0/d THUNDER to roar louder ! 


Say, that immortal Cz$san*'trod the place 
Now fiercely NN d over 105 His Grace. 


gay, "That the Goys beheld him 1 on 3 
* to the Lord of battles +, with a ſigh, 
Thus ſpoke the MUNARCE of the mga * 
Mars, | 
« Had Troy poſſeſs'd a hero like the Duke, 
_ With fuch a ſoul, and ſuch a fighting look, 
4 Our City had been ſafe amidſt her wars. 


1 ese s AR was eee lor, 4 Mars. 


Cc Go 


Go quickly, pull thy hat off to the Duxs, 
And beg a leſſon from the Hzao's book.“ 


Lord! as the Duke, where powder only flam' 4 
Was ſo inſpir'd, ſo vaProus, and ſo hot; 
How had this Duke the ſons of battle ſham'd, 
| Mid ſcenes of thunder, where uy charg*d with 


hat! 
Say too (and verily it was no joke) 
Although ſo lofty on their cloud-capp'd towers, 
Such were the volumes of aſcending ſmoke, 
Smutty as blackſmiths lookꝰd the heav'nly Pow'ns; 
And that the Man of /iraw * (a thought how bright!) 
Flew up, and put their Saen 1s in a a fright? | 


Tell him, which probably may cauſe a file, 
That at the diſtance of a mile, 
F His GRACE, a ſkull that powder wants," can note; 3 
(Which, when it happens, let that ſkull beware 5 
See too a club with one diſorder'd hair, | 


And mark one Ke ow of greats upon a co 


v It is 1 that a coloſſal figure, Auffed wa 48 


was blown out of the hill, to give their Majeſties an adequate 
idea of the aſcent of ten thouſand men or ſo, a frequent event 
at. grand ſieges. It is moreover reported, that this ſtuffed figure 


obtained a large portion of royal approbation. Indeed I am 


ſtrongly inclincd to believe the ſtory.—It was quite a neus 
idea. | 


17 3 Thus 
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Thus war was Gothic, flovenly, unchaſte, 
Till RicumovD uſher'd in the morn of taſte! 


Say too, that, for the honour « the nation, 

We hope to ſee a book on reputation, h 
Proving that public vice ſhould bring no ſhame of: 
That private only d—ns a noble name. f 


Thus the poor NYMPH, too eaſy to contend, 
Who bluſhing ſins in ſecret with a friend, 
Shall be a viler huſſey than the woman 
Who hangs her lips like cherries out for ſale, 
And, ſhews her boſom's lilies, to regale 
Each grazing beaſt that offers — quite a Con vox. 


« Why ſhould I'fay all this unto the King:! . 
Thou cryeſt, LS MacARTXEVY. Good may ſpring : 
Tt may unto thine embaſly give weight, | 

By putting great Kixx LoxG into a fright. 


« Who knows,” KIEN Long uy: whine with | 

| gn rueful face, | | 0 
© But all the rank and file are Uke His GRACE— 
Then ſhall T ſhake upon my ſapphire throne: 

« For troops like RIH OND, that on valour fealt, 


% May, like wild meteors, pour into mine Faſt, © 
« And leave my palace neither ſtick nor ſtone; _ 
„Like roaring lions ruſh to eat me up 
In Britain breakfaſt, and in China ſup.” 
The reader is deſired to ak Lord Lauderdale concerning = 


this matter. | | nz, 
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10 THE SHEIF | 
O THO U, ſo nicely painted, and fo trim, 
Succeſs attend our Court's delightful wWhim; 
And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board; 
With coaches juſt like gingerbread, ſo fine, 9 8 
Amid the Afiatic world to ſhine, © 
And greet of China the Imperial Lord. | 


Methinks I view thee tow'ring at Caxrox; 
I hear each wide-mouth'd ſalutation gunn 
J ſee thy ſtreamers wanton in the galez © 
I fee the fallow natives crowd the fhore, 
I ſee them tremble at thy royal roar; _ 
I ſee the very MANDARINES turn pale, 


| Pagodas of Nang yang, and Chbtt TIB chou, 
$0 lofty, to our tray ling Britons bow; 
Bow, mountains ſky-enwrapp'd of Chin-chungs 
chan ; | | N 
Floods of Ming-ho, your thund'ring voices raiſe; ; 
Cuckoos of Ming-fou- you, exalt their praiſe, 
With geeſe of Sou- ents and dme 


0 monkey of Tou-fou, pray line the road, 
Hang by your tails, and all the branches load; 
Then grin applauſe upon the gaudy throng, 
And drop them honours as they paſs along. 


Frogs 
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Deep marv ling at a ſight ſd very rare; 
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Ire of Fou- a; O croak from — or green; 2 | 
Winnow, ye butterflies, around the ſcene "Hd 
Sing O be joyful, ev'ry village pig; | 
Goats, ſheep, :; and oxen, | aan your paſtures 
| prance; £136, 4 
Ye buffaloes and ee Pang 1 n 
And elephants, pray join th' unwieldy jig. 


T mark, I mark, along the duſty road, 23.2 

The glitt'ring coaches with their happy load, 
All proudly rolling to Pz-x1n's fair town; 

And lo, arriv'd, I ſee the Emperor ſtare, 


. . 


And e Gods 11 ſee the Emr*roR frown. 


A 


Andes I hear the hit Woſer ay. 
« Good folks, what is it that you want, I pray?“ 
And now I hear aloud MacarTwney cry, 
« EMe'RoR, my CoURT, inform'd that you were 
« Sublimely feeling aftrong money-itch, 
« Acroſs the eaſtern ocean bade me fly; 


« With tin, and blankets, O great King, to barter, 
« And gimcracks rare for China-Man, and Tartar, 


« But preſents, preſents are the things we mean: 
Some pretty diamonds to our gracious QUEEN, 


4 Big as one's fiſt or ſo, or ſomewhat bigger, 


Would cut upon her petticoat 4 figure — 
« A pet- 
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6 A petticoat 55 e each ng "SE n 
That beams on birth-days for the Beſt of Kings. 


. Nez, preſents are the things we chiefly wiſh— 
„ Theſe give not half the toil we find in trade.“ 
On which th' aſtoniſh'd Emp'ror cries, « Os 1 


% Preſents!—preſent the rogues the Baſtinade.”? 


Stern RESOLUTIOx's eye, that flaſh'd with fate, 
At danger-cow'ring, wears a wither'd look; - . 
Palſy'd his ſinewy arm, where vengeance r.. 
Whoſe graſp the rugged oak of ages ſhook— - 
His blood, ſo hot, grown ſuddenly ſo. 185 
Sunk from a torrent to 0 creeping rill. 


In mort, behold with A ed MACARTNEY ae, 
Behold him ſeiz E his ſeat of honour barem 
The bamboo ſounds—alas! no voice of Fame: 
Stripp'd, ſchoolboy- like, and now I ſee his Train, 

I ſee their lily bgttoms writhe with pain, 
And, like his LoRDSHIP's, bluſh wth » blood and 
| ſhame, | 256 23d 


Ah! what avails the coat of ſcarlet dye, 

And collar blue, around their pretty necks? 
Ah! what the epaulcttes, that roaſt the eye, 
And loyal buttons blazing with George Rex ? 

Heav'ns! if KIEN Lox reſolves upon their tis 
Thheſe are no taliſmans to ward a whipping. 


Now 


6 


I fee the mighty Exr'non gr 


——— . —˙ » 


Now with. a mock | of hes, 

vely place 
Fools-caps on all the poor degraded men— 

And now I hear the ſolemn; Exr ron fay, | 


« *Tis thus we Kings of China folly pay; ? dn EY 
T Now, children, ye may all go. home agen.” yy 75 


O bdanteous veſſel, ſhould this prove the caſe, 
How in old England wilt thou ſhow thy face? 
I fear thy viſage will be wondrous longe 
Know it may happen —Miniſters and Kings, 
Like common folk are fallible — poor things! 
Too often ſan often 2 5 


* 4 | 


Yet, if ee chow wile be dera 


Lo, like a Cheſhire cat our CovaT will _ 


How glad to find as many gems on board, 


rs will not leave mor W to Rick a pin! 
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